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To thee, O Cd. 
To thee all _— all thy glorious court on high, 
Seraph and cherub, the 2 4 
nd whatſoever irits be | 
Of leffer honour, leſs de ree : - 
To thee, in beau nly * RES 
They ſing loud anthems of 2 praiſe : 
Still holy, boly, holy Lord of hoſts, they cry 4 
This is their bus neſt, this their ſole 2 
Aud thus they ſpend their long and bleft eternity, 
Orphan. 
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T K K "mA 
PREFACE. 


A NY one who conſiders the nature of man, muſt 
needs own that poetry is very proper to work up- 

on it; that it may be of excellent uſe unto him, and 
that it has in ſome reſpecis the advantage of abſtraf# 
reaſoning and philoſophy. 4 

Tis true, were we nothing but pure intellect, were 
we flript of fleſh and blood, and arriv'd at that perfect 
Hate the ſaints above enjoy, then a bare abſtraction 
thought, and orderly ranging of ideas might ſerve t 
turn. But while we continue ſuch beings as we are, 
while blood, and ſpirit, imagination and paſſion, make 
up a part of our nature, theſe muſt have their proper 
objects and incentives, or we ſhall ſcarcely engage in the . 
gueſt of glory: For what are theſe but a ſort of wings 
to the ſoul ? She may creep, but will hardly ſoar with 
out them. err, | 

Now the great buſineſs of poetry (as every one knows ) 
is te paint agreeable pictures on the imagination, to ac- 
tuate the ſpirits, and give the paſſions a noble pitch. All 
its daring metaphors, ſurpriſing turns, melting accents, 
lefty flights, and lively deſcriptions, ſerve for this end. 
While we read, we feel a . warmth boiling with« 
in, the blood dances through the veins, joy lightens in the 
countenance, and we are inſenſibly led into a pleaſing cap- 


tivity. | 

T heſe are ſome of the genuine effe#ts.0 3 {o that 
without all queſtion, it may be of excellent uſe to man- 
kind,. may improve our ſouls, and ſerve as a powerful 
charm to deter us from vice, and engage us en the fide of 
| wiſdom and virtue. | 

But then, for the ſame reaſon, it cannot be deny'd, 
that it may be equally pernicious. Profane and. leud 
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poetry is one of the greateft incentives to wickedneſs in ihe 
world, like the Syren's melody, while it charms it Kills 
us. Vice is a deform'd and odious thing, and if expos'd 
naked, would have but few admirers ; it owes all its 
 tuftre to faiſe colours, and theſe it chiefly borrows from 
the poets ; tis they that ſincoth the mon/ier's brow, and 
make her ſmile, that conceal her defects, and ſet her off 
to the greateſt advantage, How many, who wou'd habe 
ftarted at the open face of vice, have been entic'd into 
its fatal embraces by means of theſe bewitching diſguiſes 
that poctry has beſiow'd on it? 

l bo, that has any concern for religion, or the happi- 
neſs of mankind, car conſider, without melancholy, what 
fore of prophane and lewd poetry theſe late times have 
produc'd, how much *tis valued, and what great miſ- 
chief is done by it? That numbers of plays, and other 
books of peetry and gallantry, are daily expas'd to ſale ; 
which, beſides the wit, (pity ſo excellent a thing ſhould be 
employ'd to ſuch ſorry purpoſes) contain nothing but 
Fuel for mens corruptions? that burlsſque religion de- 
free its Auther, and turn the moſt ſerious things inte 
fulſame ridicule? Vice here rides triumphant, has for- 
got to bluſh, and puts on that air of confidence which 
truth and virtue ſhould only appear in: One would 
think theſe had refign'd up all their authority ta it, and 
actnotuledged vice to be the more noble and excellent 
thing. The antient heathens are at length conquer'd by 
us; and ſhould the poets and comedians of thoſe days re- 
turn again, they d freely own themſelves outmatch'd by 
Chriſtians, and wonder at our improvements in all the 
arts of wickedneſs. Tis ſirange, as well as deplorable, 
to ſee what credit the leudeſt authors obtain among us; 
bow faſt their infection ſpreads, and how fond men are 
of the inſtruments of their ruin, Theſe are the famous 
volumes that croud the preſs, and enrich the printer and 
bookſeller ! Books of a contrary ſtramn, tho their ſub- 
jefts are never ſo noble, and they are writ with a great 
deal of ſenſe and wit, go off out dully, they want the 
moſt charming accompliſhment, and don't agree (God 
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forgive us) with the taſte of this refin'd age] To ſuch 
a degree of degeneracy are we grown ; and theſe are the 
diſmal effetts of looſe and impious authors ! 

"Tis. hop'd, however, our condition is not deſperate : 
The diſeaſe is deplorable, but may admit of a cure. Vir- 
tue has jtill her champions and admirers, who are not a- 
ſham'd of her deſpis'd cauſe, nor dread to flem the 
threatning torrent. Truth and virtue are unconguer— 
able; tho long oppreſs'd and ſmather'd, they ll at length 
break forth afreſh, and ſhine in all their native luſtre 
and beauty. Happy! ſhould our days afford fuch a 
proſper as this. Should it be told to poſterity, that theſe 

times ſaw vice confounded, and virtue ſit enthren' d on 
the ruin of impiety. 

One great obſtacle that lyes ſtill in the way is, that ſo 
many men of extraordinary ſenſe and wit engage in the 
cauſe of irreligion. Nau d theſe but once deſert the ſer- 
ry cauſe they eſpouſe, and come over to the ſide of virtue,, 

o d they ſhew but half that zeal in advancing religi- 
en, they have unhappily done in diſcarding it, the deſir d 
work would go on gloriouſly ; for certainly they who can 
ſet off vice with advantage, and give fin itſelf an agree- 
able open. might far more eaſily recommend virtue; 
might with far leſs pains reform the world, than they. 
are at to rum it. | 

Virtue is in itſelf excellent and charming, and wants 
but a little art ir render 15 rs. — but our 
great geniuſes then employ their, pens in its ſervice, what: 
a bots mow: ſhould we ſoon ſee! Flow would they at- 
tract the attention of mankind? What 2 or act 
won d be able to withſtand "ay Skilful advocates when 

4 employed in ſo good à cauſe * How faft would vice loſe 
3 ground, and bluſh at her own deformity ® How would 
the ſoft and moving ſtrains of poetry tame the ſavage, 

inſpire the ſtupid, melt the cruel, quench the flames of 

luſt, and blow up the pure flames of devotion ! Theſe 

wou'd be the certain effetts of divine and virtuous pos- 

try. May the wits of the nation at length make the ex- 
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periment, and ſo biet the world and themſelues toge- 


th:r. 
Thus new 1 bade deliver d my mind with fone” 
warmth and freedom, but the importance - hay thing, I 
_ preſume, will ſu ffictently excuſe me; not that I eapect te 
eſcape uncenſured, this were to betray my 1gnorance of 
be Age we live in: But tis better I think to ſuffer 
man's jzdgment than God's, better to be cenſur d for de. 
ending religion, than for being a traitor to its cauſe. 
. This is what however pleaſes me. My ſcveręſt cenſurers 
. will, when death approaches them, alter their opinion, and 
wiſh, with me, they had been faithful to God, and to 
their conſciences ; they'll give a world then to live over 
theje precious minutes again, which are now ſpent per- 
haps in the wildeſt extrauagancies. Virtue will then 
appear to them in all its charms, and vice in all its de- 
formity; and they'll be at length ſadly corvincd, that 


= ſuch are the only wiſe and happy men who fear Ged, and 


live as the hers of glory and immortality. 

It remains now that a tuord or two be ſaid concerning 
the colleftion the world is here prof with. The 
authors are men of unqueſtionable reputation in theje | 
matters; the poems were diſpers'd thro ſeveral vo- 
lumes, and moſt of them mix d with others of a quite 
_ &fferent nature, ſo that tho printed already, they cou'd 
come into but very few hands, and will be altogether 
eto to moſt people. May the whole be attended with 


Ged's bleſſing, and help to revive languiſhing piety a 
Mong us. 
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Hu, 
Hymn, 
Hymn, 
Hymn, 
P/alm: xxili. 


. 01 the teſurrection, 


By AXONYMOUS AUTHORS. 
A paraphraſe on ile 1th chapter of the Proverbs, 


pious wiſh, 
p Direction, to happineſs, 
Human fiailty, 
Hymn, 
Hymn, 
Hymn, 
# mms 
Lines occaſioned by a feries of affiidtien, 


On providence, 
F/alm 114, 
T he elevation, 
The meditation, 
The proſpect, 
The I/ pſalm imitated, 
The 137th pſalm paraphrar'd, 
The 148th pſalm paraphras d, 
The reſignation, 
The unknown world, 
| The warning, . 
ö Thoughts in health, 8 
1 Thoughts in ſickneſs, 
To a gentleman who always gives a grand enteriain» 
o ment on his birth-day, 
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By Mr. BowWDRN. 


Dialogue between a good ſdirit newly parted from 
| the body, and the angels that came to condut? him 


to glory, - | Page 45 
Hymn, | 10 
Hymn to the Redeemer of the world, | 13 

. Ib the Earl of C-Lmtm. 
The Earl of C--l--le's advice to his ſon, 205 
8 By Mr. Cow. 
Chriſt's paſſion. Taken out of a Greek ode, 94 
By Mr. DEN NIS. | 
Te deum paraphraſed, 34 


By Mr. DzayDEN. 
Veni creator ſpiritus. Tranſſated into a paraphraſe, 102 


By Mr. FLATMAN. 


Anthem fer the evening, 251 
Hymn for the morning, ibid. 
By Mr. Gar. 

contemplation on night, — 148 
thought on eternity, 150 

By a Youns LADY. | 
Aud tho after my in worms, &c. Job. xix. 26, 92 
A paraphraſe on Cant. vii. 11. 264 
A paraphraſe on Rev. chap. i. from v. 13, tov. 18. 29 
A paraphraſe on John iii. 16. 32 
A paraphraſe on John xxi. 17 33 
Paraphraſe on Micah vi. 6, 7. 263 
| The rn apt ure, 97 
Thu, vanity of the world, 90 
The wiſh, | 84 
Thoughts on death, & 1 
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By Mr. MarvELL. 
dialogue between the foul and body, 


ple aſu r e , 
Bermudas, 
Eyes and tears, 


The c:ronet, 


By Mr. MiLrox. 


On the morning of Chriff's nativity, 
The bymn, 
The paſſion, 
By Mr. NoRRIS. — 


A hindaric ade en the paſſion of our Saviour, 
The conſummation 


The 139th palm paraphras 'd to the 14th verſe, 


0 By Mr. Or DphAM, | 
Paraphraſe upon the hymn vf St. Ambroſe, 


By Dr. PARNELL. 


A hymn to contentment, 
A night<piece on death, 
The hermit, 


| By Mr. PoMFRET. 
A preſpect of death, 


On the general conflagration and enſuing judgment, 


To a friend under afflition, 
To anther friend under aflidticn, 


By Mr. Porx. 


The d) ing chriſtian to his foul, 
The Meſſiah, 
The univerſal prayer, 


By the Chevalier RAMSAY... - 
A paſtoral cia upon the death Lucinda, 


Page 180 
A dialogue between the reſolved ſoul and created 
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179 
252 
264 
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111 


188 
190 


118 
39 
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A paſtoral poem 
. riendſhip, 


N D E X. 


Friendſhip in perſection, 


be fare wel, 


Two friendi parting at death, 
The introduction to an elegy, 
The touring wiſh, - 


DeatP's vijion, 


By the Earl of RosCOMMON.. 


By Mr. REYNOLDS. 


A paraphraſe on the 148th palm, 
On the laſt — 


By Mrs. Ro WE. 


7 77 iption of hell, 


* between the fallen angel and a 3 


ſdirit, & 
K. dialogue d between the ſoul, riches, Ginn &c. 
— my beloved, let us go forth into the fields, &c. 


Hymn, 


Hymn, 


on heaven, 


Hmm, 


_ on the ſacrament, 


I come, I come, &c. 


Seraphic love, 
The appeal, 


Tell me, O thou whom my ſoul hover, &c.. 


In praiſe of virtue, 


By Mr. Tarts. 


By Mr. Tnousox. 
A hymn on the ſeaſons, 
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By Mr. WArr. 1 
ainſt drunkenneſs 7.36" 233 
4 inſt leudneſi, 0 " 223 
5 hymn to CaRIST Jesvs the eternal life, © 231 
A paraphraſe on the 137th pſalm, 236 
David's lamentation over Saul and Jonathan, 237 


Death and heaven. In five Lyric odes, 
I. The ſdirit's farewel to the body after long mn 
ef 
2. The departing moments, or abſent from the body, 1510 
3. Entrance into paradiſe, or preſent with the 


Lord, 248 

4. The fight of God in heaven, | 249 
5. A funeral ode at the interrment of the body, 

ſuppoſed to be a by the mourners, ibid. 
Searching after G nas 
The Hebrew 1 ä 227 
The midnight elevation, 234 
The —__ a firanger to God, 226 


Thoughts and ar rey ina long fichneſs, 1712 and 


17 
1. The 2 of the ſpirits i in a ſever and nervous 
| diſorder, 
2. Peace of conſcience, and prayer fer health, 
3. Encouraged to hope for health in May, 
4. The weariſoſhe weekroof feng, 


A hymn of praiſe for recovery, 
By Mr. WesSLEY. 
On the laft judgment; — | 107 


| Sir H. Werren He 9, 
The ter of a happy life, * 93 


By Dr. You NG. . 
The laſt day, y ES. 119 
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A paſtoral poem Page 70 
Divine riendſhip, | 52 
Friendſhip in perfection, 58 
The fare wel, 69 
Two friends parting at death, 64 
The introduction to an elegy, 63 
The tow'ring wiſh, 62 
E 
By Mr. REYNOLDS. 

DeatÞ's vifion, I51 
By the Earl of RoscouιõꝙLn. 
A paraphraſe on the 148th pſalm, Has 81 
* the laſt judgment, . 5 147 

By Mrs. Rows. 
A deſcription of hell, 105 
A dialogue between the fallen angel, and a human 

oF wth &c. : 

_ - Mf dialogue between the ſoul, riches, fame, &c. 88 
Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the fields, &c. 27 
Hymn, -- 2 
Hymn, 3 
Hymn, 4 
2 5 

_ 6 
= on the ſacrament, 5 >. 
| 9 
FER | J 12 
| 13 
L come, I come, & . | 86 
Seraphic 2 30 
The appeal, | 28 
Tell me, O thou whom my ſoul lever, &c. 91 
By Mr. Tarts. 
In praiſe of virtue, 92- * 
V, Mr. TuousoN. h 
A hymn on the ſeaſons, | * 2 
2 
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By Mr. Warr. 
Aeainſt drunkenneſs, Page 233 
55 lewadneſs, , 223 
n hymn to CnRISsT JESUS the eternal life, 231 
A paraphraſe on the 137th pſalm, 33 
David's lamentation over Saul and Jonathan, 237 


Death and heaven. In five Lyric odes, 
1. The ſþirit's farewel to the body after long fick- 
nefr, | 247 
2. The departing moments, or abſent fromthe body, ibid, 
3. Entrance into paradiſe, or preſent with the 


Lord, "Wm 248 
4. The. fight of God in heaven, 2249 
5. A funeral ode at the interrment of the body, 
ſuppoſed to be ſung by the mourners, ibid. 
Searching after God, = 
The Hebrew poet, | 227 
The midnight elevation, 234 
The — a firanger to God, 226 


Thoughts and meditations ina long fichneſ5, 1712 and 
1713 
1. The barry of the ſpirits in a ſever and nervous 


diſorder, * 239 
2. Peace of conſcience, and prayer fer health, 241 
3. Encouraged to hope for health in May, 243 
4. The weariſome weeks of fickneſ5, 244 
A hymn of praiſe for recovery, | 245 
| By Mr. WzsSLEY. 
On the laſt judgment, 107 
13 Sir H. Worron. 
The character a happy life, 93 
ByDr. You NG. 
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THE SERAPH, 
A 
_ CoLlLEcTION of HYMNS, &c. 


HYMN. 
I. 
HALL the angelic hoſt on high 


8 Eternal anthems ſing ? 
| And all the mute creation try 


To 2 their _— king! 


Shall every inſect, bird, 0 brute 

Confess his becndies {way ; 
And man, who's bleſt with ſpeech, be mate, 

No duteous homage pay? | 

III. 

Ingratitude avaunt! be gone! 

My muſe ſhall raiſe her voice, 
When heav'n inſpires, and leads her on, 

Tis duty and tis choice. — 

IV. \ 
Look round, O man! ſurvey ie dint; 
Speak of the fat pow'r; | 

See, nature pives a diff*rent robe 

To ev'ry herb and flow'r! 

V. 

See! various beings fill the air, 

And people earth and fea; 
What grateful changes form the year 

How conſtant night and day. a 

VI. 

Next raiſe thine eye, the vaſt 3 

* unbounded ſhows; i 

Is: ; Sce, 


1 
See, round the ſun the planets dance, 
And various worlds compoſe. . 
VII. 
Then turn into thyſelf, O man! 
With wonder view thy foul! 
Confeſs his pow'r that laid each plan, 
And {till directs the whole. 
VIII. 
And let obedience to his laws 
Thy gratitude proclaim, 
To him the fuſt almighty cauſe, 
+ JEHOVAH is his name. 
IX. 
Beyond all worlds enthron'd on high, 
Archangels him adore ; 
Glory to him the ſeraphs cry, 
Glory for evermore. 
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HYMN. By Me.. Rows, 


HE glorious armies of the sky 
To thee, O mighty King! 
Triumphant anthems conſecrate, 
And Hallelujahs ſing. 
11 


But ſtill their moſt exalted flights 
Fall vaſtly ſhort of thee: 
"How diſtant then muſt human praiſe 
From thy perfections be? 
| III. 
Vet how, my God, ſhall I refrain, 
When, to my raviſh'd ſenſe, 


Each creature in their various ways - 
Diſplay thy excellence ? 
IV 


The active lights that ſhine above, 
In their eternal dance, 

Reveal their skilful Maker's praiſe 
With ſilent elegance. | 


. 
V. 


The bluſhes of the morn conſeſi 


That thou art much more fair; 


When in the caſt its beams revive, 


To gild the fields of air. 

VI. 
fragrant, the refreſhing breath 
ry 


2 ev'ry flow'ry bloom, 


In balmy whiſpers own from thee 


Their pleaſing odours come. 
VII. 

The ſinging birds, the 22 winds, 

And waters myrm'rin 


To praiſe the firſt Almig . 


With diff*rent voices "Y 
. 
Thy num'rous works exalt thee thus; 
ſhall I ſilent be? 
No, rather let me ceaſe to breathe, 
Than ceaſe from praiſing thee. 


HY ca N. By Mrs. Rows. 


EGIN the hi cle ſtrain, 
My rey ſoul, and ſing 
praile 


A ſolemn bymn of 


To heav'n's * King, F 


Ie cur ling 3 as ye roll 
v 


Your ſilver waves 


Whiſper to all your verdant ſhores 


The ſubject of my ſong. 
III. 


ain, 
And from your hollow winding caves 
* 


A2 


> 


„ 
IV. POL 4 
Bear it, ye winds, on all your wings 
To diſtant climes away, 
And round the wide extended world 
My lofty theme convey. 
 « 


Take the glad burden of his name, 


Te clouds, as you ariſe, 
Whether to deck the golden morn, 
Or ſhade the ev'ning skies. 
VI. 
Let harmleſs thunders roll along — 
The ſmooth etherial plain, b h 
And anſwer from the chryſtal vault 
To ev'ry flying ſtrain. 
1 * ſpheres, on 
Long let it warble rou 
And eccho thro” the sky, 1 | 
Till angels with immortal skill 
Improve the harmony. 
VIII. | 
While J with facred rapture fir d 
The bleſt Creator ſing, 
And warble conſecrated layes 5 
To heav'n's almighty King. 


— ao, — 
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he's © % 
HHO didſt, O mighty God, exiſt 
E'er time began its race; 

Before the ample elements 

Fill'd up the voids of ſpace. 

II. | 

Before the pond'rous earthly lobe | 

In fluid air was ſtay d; : 6 
Before the oceans mighty ſprings 

Their liquid ſtores diſplay d. 

| III. N 

Ere thro' the gloom of antient night 

The ſtreaks of light appear d; j_ Before 


„„ 


Before the high celeſtial arch, 
Or ſtarry — were rear d. 
IV. 
Before the loud melodious ſpheres a 
Their tuneful round | 
Before the ſhining roads * 
Were meaſur d by the ſus. 


Fer thorough th' . courts 
One Hallelujah run 
Or to their harps the ſons of light . 
Extatic anthems ſung. 
VI, 
Eer men ador'd, or angels knew, 
Or prais'd thy wondrous name, 7 
Thy bli, (O facred ſpring of life!) 
And glory was the ſame. 
VII. 
And when the pillars of the world 
With ſudden ruin break, 
And all this vaſt and goodly frame 
Sinks in the mighty wreck; 
VIII 
When from her orb the moon ſhall ſtart, 
Th' aſtoniſh'd fun roll back, | 
While all the trembling ſtarry lampe ao 
Their antient courſe forlake ; 
IX. 
For ever permanent and fix'd, 
From Tre free, 


Unchang d, in everlaſti years, 
Shall thy exiſtence by 


— = a — — 
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0 HYM N. By Mr.. Rows. 


I. \ 
fl Mater no rug 1 bourl \6igh, 
But not for golden 


Nor covet I the brighteſt hs 
On the rich caſtern ſhores. 
A3 
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II. | 
Nor that deluding empty joy 
Mien call a mighty name, 
Nor greatneſs in its gayeſt pride 
My reſtleſs thoughts inflame. 
III. 
Nor pleaſure's ſoft enticing charms 
My fond deſires allure ; 
For greater things than theſe from thee 
_ My wiſhes wou'd ſecure. | 
.: 
Thoſe bliſsful, thoſe tranſporting ſmiles 
That brighten heav'n above, 
The boundleſs riches of thy grace, 
And treaſures of thy love. 
V. 
Theſe are the mighty things I crave, 
O make theſe bleſſings mine, 
And I the glories of the world 
Contentedly reſign. 


HYMN. By Mrs. Rows. 


1. 
N vain the dusky night retires, 
And ſullen ſhadows fly; 
In vain the morn with purple light 
Adorns the caſtern sky. 
II. 
In vain the gaudy riſing ſun 
The wide horizon gilds, 
Comes glitt ring o'er the ſilver ſtreams, 
And chears the dewy fields. 
ny 5 | ; 

In vain, diſpenſing vernal ſweets, 
The morning breezes play ; | 
In vain, the birds with chearful ſongs, 

Salute the new-born day. 
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n 
IV. 
In vain, unleſs my Saviour's face 
Theſe gloomy clouds controul, 
And diſſi pate the ſullen ſhades _ 
That prels my e foul. 


Oh! viſit then thy 8 n, Lord, 
Wich favour from on high, 
Ariſe, my bright immortal ſun, 
And all theſe ſhades will die. 
> VI. 
When, when ſhall I behold thy face 
All radiant and ſerene, 
Without thoſe envious dusky clouds 
That make a veil between ? 
l VII. 
When ſhall that long expected day 
Of ſacred viſion be, 
When my impatient ſoul ſhall make 


A ncar approach to thee. 


a. 


HY MN oz the Sacrament. By Mrs. Rows. 


I, 

ND art thou mine, my deareſt Lord ! 
Then I have all, nor fly | 
The boldeſt wiſhes I can form 

Unto a pitch more high. 
£ II. 


Yes, thou art mine, the contraQ's ſeal'd 
With thy own precious | blood; 

And ev'n Almighty power's engag'd 
+ To ſee it all made good. | 

III. 

My * diſſolve: for O what more 
Cou' d ſtudious bounty do! 

What farther mighty proofs are left 
Unbounded love to ſhow! - 


My | 


IV. 
faith's confirm'd, nor wou'd I qui / 
y title to thy love, | 
For all the valu'd things below, 
Or ſhining teck above. 


Nor at the proſpꝰ rous 1 ſtate 
Do I at all repine; 


HYMN on Heaven. By Mri. Rows. 


J. 
AlL facred Salem plac'd on high! 
Seat of the mighty King, 
What thought can graſp the boundleſs bliſs! 
What tongue thy __ lng! | 


Thy cryſtal tow'rs 1 palaces 
ntly riſe, 


And dart their beauteous Juſtre round 
All th' empyrean skies. 
III. ; 
The voice of triumph in thy ſtreets, 
== acclamations found; 
y banquets in thy ſplendid de 
And nuptial joys abound. 
IV. 


„ eee 
Rapture in eu ry eye; 

From ev'ry mouth glad anthems flow, 
. 


Ittuſtrious day for ever, 3 
Streams from thy face divine: 

No pale-fac'd moon cer glimmers forth, 
Nor ſtars, nor fun decline, 


\ 
1 
VI. . 
No ſcorching heats, no piercing colds, 
The changing ſeaſons bring; 
But o'er the feld, mild breezes there 
Breathe an eternal ſpring. 
wo 9 
The flow'rs with laſting beauty ſhine, 
And deck the ſmiling ground ; 
While flowing ſtreams of pleaſure all 
The happy plains ſurround. 
* 


H Y MN. By Mr.. Row. 


—— 


I, 
EFORE the roſie dawn of day, 
To thee, my God, I'll fing 
Awake my ſoft and tuneful lyre, 
wake each charming ſtring. 
. 
Awake, and let thy flowing ſtrain 
Glide through the mid-night air, 
While high amidſt her ſilent orb 
The ſilver moon rolls clear. 
III. 
While all the glitt ' ring ſtarry lampe 
Are lighted fn the 1 4 
And ſet their Maker's greatneſs forth 
To thy admiring eye. 
IV 


While watchful angels round the juſt 
4s nightly guardians wait, 
In lofty trains of grateful praiſe 
Thy ſpirit elevate, - 
V. 
Awake, my ſoft and tuneful lyre, 
Awake each charming ſtring; 
Before the roſie dawn of day, 
To thee, my God, II ing. 


Thou 


G0 
VI. fe 
Thou round the heav'nly arch doſt draw - 
A dark and fable veil, 
And all the beauties of the world. 
From mortal eyes conceal. - 
j | VII. 
Again the sky with golden beam 


Thy skilful hands adorn, 
And paint with chearful ſplendor gay - 
The fair aſcending morn. 
| VIII. 
| | And as the gloomy night returns, 


Or ſmiling day renews, 
Thy conſtant goodneſs ſtill my fofl 
With bencfits purſues. 
| IX. 
For this I'll midnight vows to thee; 1 ü 
With incenſe bring ; | 
And, e er the roſie dawn of day, 
Thy lofty praiſes ſing. 


—c — 


- trendy oe OPIN, oo IO oem — « nds 
* 
9 * v 
o 


HYMN. By Mr. Bowvzs. 


| I. | 
R OM earth's dull joys, and ſenſeleſs mirth, 
O come, my fool, in haſte retire, 5 
Aſſume the grandeur of thy birth, 
And to thy native heav'n aſpire 
II. | 
Here's nought, alas! deſerves delay, 
Nought that can bribe thy ſwift remove; 
No ſolid ground thy hopes to ſtay, 
| Nor worthy object of thy love. 
III. 
Its mines can ne er thy treas' 
Nor fountains alex fo i bond rage, | 
Its fcanty feaſts thy hunger kill, * 
Nor all its ſeas thy thirſt aſſwage. 


„ 


IV. 
'Tis hcav' n alone can make thee bleſt, 
Can ev'ry wiſh and want ſupply, 
Thy joy, thy crown, thy endleſs reſt, 
Are all above the * sky. 


There pureſt ſtreams of pleaſure flow, 
There wiſdom's Reed ſprings ariſe, 
There, there, the tree of life does grow, 
Which flouriſh'd once in Paradiſe, 
VI. 
O there immortal glories ſtray, 
Immortal ſongs of praiſe reſound, 
Immortal robes * ſaints array, 
And with immortal youth they're crown'd, 
VII. 
There dwells the Sov'reign Lord of all, 
The God that num? rous worlds adore, 
With whom is bliſs that ne er does pall, 
And joys which laſt for evermore. 
| VIII. 
No longer then delay thy flight, 
But mount, O —_ with 3 wing! 
will light, 


The joyful ſtars who 
The he Joy ang round thee ſing. 


* 


„ ot 


H Y MN. By Mr. Bowoxx. 


I. 
O thee, dear God, with eager haſte 
My panting ſoul yup move ; 
To thee, the fountain of my life, 
And object of my love. 
II. 
Long have I rang'd the maze of fin, 
Long ſpent my ſelf in vain, 
Too long been fond of falſe delights, +» 
And ſported with my chain. 


— 
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| III. 
Ye dreams and ſhadows now farewel, 
Farewel each gilded toy; 


A nobler proſpect chears my ſight, 
I taſte a nobler joy. 
LV: 


Welcome dear virtue to my ſoul, 
How ſweet thy practice is! 
Ten thouſand pleatures croud thy way, 
Thy end's eternal bliſs. 
3 
Thy facred paths PII ſwiftly run, 
And climb from grace to grace, 
Till on bleſt Zian's lofty mount 
I view my Saviour's face. 
VI. | 
This, Lord, my ſolemn purpoſe is, 
O may thy aid conſpire, | + 
To crown my labour with ſucceſs, | 
And fill my vaſt deſire. 


— 


HI MN. Whom have I in heaven but Thee, &c. Plal. 
73. 25. y Mrs. Row E. | 


I. 
HE calls of glory, beauties ſmiles, 
| And charms of harmony, 
Are all but dull infipid things, 
Compar'd, my God, with thee, 
II. 


Without thy love I nothing crave, 
— nothing can enjoy, 
The proſfer d world 1 ſhou'd neglect 
As an unenvied toy. 
| III. | 
The fun, the num'rous ſtars, and all 
The wonders of the skies, 
If to be purchas'd with thy ſmiles, 
Thou know'ſt I wou'd deſpiſe. 
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IV. « 

What were the earth, the ſun, the ſtars, 

Or heav'n itſelf to me, 
My life, my everlaſting bliſs, 

If not ſecur'd of thee. 

; V. as 

Coleſtial bow'rs, ſeraphic ſongs, 

And fields of endleſs light, 
Wou'd all unentertaining prove 

Without thy bliſsful fight. 


HYMN. By Mr.. Rows, 


* ; L a 
I MMORTAL fountain of my life, 
My laſt, my nobleſt end; 
Eternal centre of my ſoul, 
Where all its motions tend, 
II. 
Thou object of my deareſt love, 
' My heav'nly paradiſe, 
e ſpring of all my flowing joys, 
My everlaſting bliſs, 
III. 
My God, my hope, my vaſt reward, 
And all I wou'd poſſeſs, 
Still more than theſe pathetic names 
And charming words expreſs! 


— * — 
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HYMMN to te REDEEMER of the Merl. 
. By Mr. Bow Ex. | 1 


| I. 

HOM ſhou'd 1 praiſe, O Chriſt, but thee ? 
Whole prailes angels ſing; 
Who the Eternal Envoy art ds; 


* 


From heav'n's high court * did'ſt deſcend, 
Love led thee on th 
Thou faw'ſt man's . — and lo! 
Thy pity could not ſtay. 
III. 
Swift as the journies of the morn 
To earth thou tak'ſt thy flight: 
A new - born ſtar attends thy birth, 
And glows with N light. 


Seraph and Cherub hall the news, 
Freſh joys their heav'n improve, 
Whilſt loſt in wonder they reflect 
On th' unexampl'd love. 
: V. 
In throngs their lofty ſeats they leave, 
And humble ws preſs; 
Look down and view the wond'rous ſcene; 
And as they view, they bleſs. 4 
VI 


To loftier notes their harps they raiſe, 
And loftier hymns rehearſe, 
While ſhepherds leave their rural ſtrains 
Jo hear celeſtial verſe: 
VII. 
« Glory to God, is all their ſong, 
« Glory to God moſt high, 
4 All glory to the Ranſomer 
Or man's poſterity. 
. / 
Throꝰ all th' immeaſur d — 
And rowling orbs on high, 
Thro' all the fields of heavy Vniy light, 
And kingdoms . = oky; : 


Down thro the ballows of the 
ge 


Thro' hell's extenſive 
And all the diimal vaults below | | 
The 9 reſoundls. 


Ws 
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l X. 
With trembling helliſh furies hear 
The news of man's relief; 
It racks them with redoubled pains, 
And more inflames their grief. 
XI. 
With hideous roars they ſhake all he 
And rage in wild deſpair, 
They bite their everlaſting chains, 
And rend their ſnaky hair. 
| XII. . 
But O the joy, the peace, the bliſs, 
_ found to mortals brings, , 
It chears the diſmal gloom, and flics 
With raptures on its wings. | ö 
| XIII. 
Redemption! O the charming news! 
From deepeſt guilt and hell; 
Redemption! for a trait'rous world 
That freely did rebel. 
XIV. 
Wond'rous redemption! wond'rous grace! 
That does mankind reſtore 
To all the joys were loſt by ſin, fn 
To all, and vaſtly more. 
. i 1 
That points the way, and opens wide 
I be everlaſting _ 8 8 
; Allures us with immortal crowns, 
And robes of heav'nly ſtate. * 
| XVI. 
O action worthy of a God! 
O love beyond degree! 
O condeſcenſion infinite ! 
O boundleſs charity! 
f XVII. js 
O! how Im delug'd o'er, and loſt 
In this profound abyſs; 
It fills my head with glorious ſcenes, 
My heart with ecſtaſies. » 


B 2 Lord, 


( 16 ) 
XVIII. 
Lord, why to rebel men ſhou'dſt th ou 
Such matchleſs favour ſhow ! . 
Why court the wretch that ſhun'd thy ſight, 
That ſought thy overthrow? 
XIX. 
Is it becauſe thou need'ſt his aid, 
Thou doſt his friendſhip ſue ? 
Will elſe thy bliſs be incomplete, 
Thy praiſes be but few? 
XX. 


Or waſt thou, Lord, compell'd to leave 
Thy triumphs 3 in the sky! | 
And range along the horrid vale 
Of death and miſery? 
XXI. | 
Alas! what force, cou'd thee compel, 
Who art Almighty ſtill? 
Who mad'ſt and — "lt the floating worlds 
According to thy will? 
XXII. "IR 
Or, Lord, what want can'ſt t endure, | 
Who all things doſt poſſeſs? 0 3482 1 
Whoſe flowing 33 — no ebb, 4 
No bounds thy happineſs? | 
XXXIII. | 
Ten thouſand thouſand angel troops 
Thy majeſty adore; gt 
And with a _ thou can'ſt create 
Ten thouſand thouſand more. 
XXIV. 
Ev'n thoſe with all their h eben 
No profit bring to thee, _ 
Who only art thy own delight, 
Thy own felicity. 
XXV. 
Why then to rebel man ſhou'dſt thou 
Such matchleſs favour ſhow ? 
7 court the wreich that ſhunn'd thy fight, 
That fought thy overthrow : 1 


* 
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XXVI. 
Why, but becauſe, dear Lord, with thee 
Was mercy's boundleſs ſtore, 
Becaule thy goodneſs ſcorn'd reſtraint, 
And proudly delug'd o'er. 
XXVII. 
*Twas this alone that made thee leave 
- Thy glorious ſtate above, 
In manhood veil the God, and part 
With all thy heav'n but love. 
XX VIII. 
A ſervant's deſpicable form 
This made thee gladly wear, 
Sleep, hunger, thirſt, and cold endure, 
And mocks of ſinners hear. 4 
XXIX. 
This led thee thro' the raging flames, 
And thro' th' impetuous flood; 
With diſmal clouds inyoly'd thy foul, 
And dy'd thy robes in blood. 
| XXX. 
The wine-preſs of Almighty —_ 
This made thee freely trea 
With baſeſt villains chule thy thy = 
And with the ſilent dead. 
XXXI. 
O ſtrange effect of ſaving love! 
W hat love does this require ? 4 
How ſhou'd it melt away thy foul 
In Games of am'rous fir? | 
XXXII. 
How. vn 'd thy mouth be fill'd with praiſe 1 
What homage ſhould'ſt thou pay 
To him who plung'd in night for thee, 
And turn'd thy night to day? 
XX XI. 
O can'ſt thou ſee God's darling ſon 
Forſake his lofty throne, - 
Forſake his guards and glories all, 
* try the vaſt alone 


| 7 0 | From 


) 


XXXIV. | 
From world to world, 1 
Behold him ſwiftly c 
Behold him ſhroud bis d form 
In Mary's virgin womb? 
XXX V. 
Behold the God, O wonder! born; 
And not by turns within thee feel 
Th' extremes of grief and joy 
XXXVI. 
Of prief, to think what he endur d; 
Of joy, and praiſe, to ſee 
What mighty bleſſings he defign'd 
la all, my "foul, for thee. . 


} 
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HYMN. 


I. 


Þ OW ſhall 1 ſing thetmejeſty . [+7 
Which A. hoſts admire! 
Let duſt in duſt and filence lye; 


| Sing, ling ye heav'nly quire. 
II. 


Thouſands of thouſands ſtand around 
Thy throne, O God moſt high 
Ten thouſand times ten — found 
Thy praiſe; but who am I? 
III. Ea 
Thy brighteſt rays to them appear, 
While I thy fontſteps trace; 
A ſound of God ſtrikes on my ear, 
But they behold thy face. 
IY..” - 
They ſing becauſe thoy art their ſun ; 
Lord, dart a beam on me; 
For where beav'n is but once * 
There Hallelujahs be. 


V. 
Eulighten and enflame my heart 
Wich love's moſt ſacred ſire, 
Then ſhall I ſing, and bear a part 
With thy celeſtial quire. 
VI. 
How great a being, Lord, is thine, 
Which. doth all beings keep! 
Thy knowledge is the only line 
To ſound fo vaſt a deep. 
VII. 
Thou art a ſea without a ſhore, 
A ſun without a ſphere, 
Thy time is now and evermore, 
Thy place is ev'ry where. 
| VIII. 
How good art thou, whoſe goodneſs is 
My parent, nurſe and guide? 
Whole ſtreams do water 
And all the world beſide. 
IX. 
Thy mighty arm, O mighty King! 
Both rocks and hearts can break : 
My God, thou canſt do ev'ry thing 
But what wou'd ſhew thee weak: 
X. 
Who wou'd not fear hy 1 eye, 
Witnels to all we do? 
Dark hell and deep hypocrily * 
Lye open to thy view. 
XI. 
Thy wiſe and bounteous works and ends, 
O may we ſtill admire. 
Creation all our wit tranſcends, 
Redemption riſes higher. 
XII. 
How pure and holy are thine eyes! * 
How holy is thy name? . 
Thy faints, and laws, and penakies, 
Mos holineſs proclaim. 


, 


HE ARS 


XIII. 3 
Thy wond'rous mercy's out · ſtretch'd rays 
Shine gloriauſly to all; 

For this thy creatures love, and praile, 

And thee their father call. 

. 
Thy hinder parts, O God of grace! 

We only here adore; 

Diſplay the glory of thy face, 
That we may praiſe thee more. 


And ſince none ſee this ft fight and live, 

- Formetodieis 

Thro' Fordar's — Jas the who wou'd not dive, 
To land at Canaar's reſt ?. 


—_ 


HYMN. 


I. 
HOU, Lord, who raiſed'ſt heav'n and earth, 
Do'ſt make the building ſtand ; 
The pond'rous weight does wholly reſt 
On thy almighty hand. 
| | II. | 
Should'ſt thou one moment, Lord, withdraw, 
The carth wou'd leave its place, 
The num'rous ſhining orbs-on high 
Reſign to empty ſpace. 
III. 5 
Thou needeſt none to ſing thy praiſe, 
As if thy joy cou 'd fade; F 
Could'ſt thou have needed any thing, 
Thou nothing could'ſt have * 
IV. | 
Lord, what is man ? tat chil of rd, | 
Who boaſts his high degree? | 
If but one inſtant thou him leave, 
He ſinks, and where is he? 


— 
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HYMN. 


I. ; 
HEN man in ſin's wild maze was loſt, 
And on impetuous billows toſt, 

While hope and help all aid denies, rt oF; 
Lo | God his vaſt compaſſion ſhews, 1 
His dear and ond Son beſtows 

Who for our freely dies. | 

II. | | 
O height! O length! O breadth! O 1˙1 
What love with thine can meaſures keep! | 

Love! that from glory Jeſus brought: V7 . 
That plung d him deep, in ſorrows flood, 
That pierc'd his foul, and drain'd his blood; 

O love tranſcending angels thought | 

III. 1 
O may at length my willing ban 
Be all with love of thee poſſeſt, 

Be all inflam'd with — 'oly fire; 
May I thy praiſe in raptures ling, 
Thy boundleſs praiſe, my God, my king! 

And thee, and 1 thee admire. 


— 
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HYMN. 


WEE all thy 4 O my God, 
My 8 55 ſurveys ; 
Tranſportcd with the view, I'm loſt 
In wonder, love, * praiſe. 


O how ſhall words, with equal warmth, 
The gratitude declare, 

That glows within my raviſh'd heart ? 
But thou can ſt read it there. 

An. 

Thy providence my life ſuſtain'd, 

And all my wanis redreſt, | 
When 


Bea my 


Nn 
When in the ſilent womb I lay, 

And hung upon the breaſt 

IV. 

Ten all — weak complaints and cries, 
lent an ear, 
ble thoughts had learm 
To form 1 in pray 'r. 


Unnumber'd Wulle to e ſoul, 
Thy tender care belto L 
Before my infant heart conceiv's # 
From whom thoſe comforts —_ 
VI. 


When in the lipp'ry paths of youth 
With heedleſs eps I ran, 


Through hidden a and deaths, 


It gently clear'd my way, __ 
And through the plealing ſnares of vice, 
More to be fear d than they. 
VIII. 


When worn with ſickneſs, oft haſt thou 


With health renew'd my face, 
And when in fins and ſorrows * 
Reviv'd my ſoul with L 


Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliG, 


Has made my cup run o'er; 
And in a kind and faithful friend, 


Has doubled all my 255 


Ten thouſand doubt prect 
My daily thanks 1 ; 
Nor is the leaſt a chearful 


That taſtes thoſe gifts ar joy. 
XI. 


Through ev'ry period of my life, 


FF 
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And after death, in diſtant worlds, 
The glorious theme renew. 
XII. 
When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 
My ever grateful heart, O Lord, 
Thy mercy ſhall adore. 
XIII. 
Through all eternity, :o thee 
A joyful ſong V1laiſe, 
For Oh! eternity's too ſhort, 
To utter all thy praiſe. 


„* — 


_— 
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HY MN. 


I. 
WEE riſing from the bed of death, 
O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 
1 ſce my Maker, face to face, 
O how ſhall I appear! 
"mM þ 
If yet, while pardon may be cant, 
And mercy may be fought, 
My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought: | | 
: III. „ 
When thou, O Lord, ſhalt ſtand diſclos'd 
In majeſty ſevere, 
And fit in judgment on * ſoul, 
O how ſhall I appear! 
IV. 


But thou haſt told the troubled mind, 
Who does her fins lament, 
The timely tribute of her tears 
* endleſs woe prevent. 
W 
Tben ſee the { of my bent, 
1 yet it be too late; | 
hear my. Saviour's dying groans, 
To ' give re les ſorrows _— 


18 

| Mila tudo?! 

For never ſhall my foul deſpair 
Her pardon to procure, 

Who knows thy only Son has dy'd, 
To make her pardon ſure. 


HYMN. 
1 * 
OW are thy ſervants bleſt, O Lord! 
How ſue is their defence! 
Eternal wiſdom is their guide, 
Their help Omnipotence. 
| I. 
In foreign realms and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care, 
Thro' burning c climes I gaſs d unhurt, 
And breath'd in tainted air. 
III. 
Thy mercy ſweeten'd ev'ry ſoil, 
Made ev'ry region pleaſe : 
The hoary Alpine bills irwarm'd, 


And finoothy's the e ſeas. 
IV. 


Think, O my foul, devoutly think, 
How with aff ohted eyes, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the wide-· extended deep 
In all its horrors riſe. 
V. 
Confuſion dwelt i in ev'ry face,” 
And fear in ev'ry heart, 
When waves on waves, and gulphs on gulphe, 
O'ercame the pilot's art. 
VI. 
Tons then from all my "A OLord, 
mercy let me 29 | 
Whit in the „ of pra prayer, 3 
My foul took hold on thee. ot rg 
# VII. 
For tho' in dreadful ahi as; 
High on the broken wave, 


* 
* * 
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- I knew thou wert not ſlow to hear, 
Nor impotent to ſave. 
| „ WS ut; 
The ſtorm was laid, the winds retir'd, 
Obedient to F will ; 
The ſea that roar'd at thy command, 
At thy command was ſtill. 
IX. a 
In midſt of dangers, fears and death, : 
Thy goodneſs I'll adore, 
And praile thee for thy mercies 
And humbly * or more. 


paſt, 


My life if thou rreſerylt, my life | 
Thy ſacrifice ſhall be; | $47 

And Saks, if death muſt be my doom, 

| Shall join my ſoul to thee, 


H Y M N. 


T. > 

HE ſpacious firmament on high, 

With all the blue ethereal sky, 
Aud ſpangled heavens, a ſhining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim : 
Th' unwearied fun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's power diſplay, 
And publiſhes to ev'ry land, | 
The work of an Almighty hand. | | . 
' IL. >> 
Soon as the ev'ning ſhades prevail, 
The moon takes up the ———_— tale, 
And nightly to the liſt'ning earth 
Repeats the ſtory of her birth; 
Whilſt all the lars that round her burn, 
And all the planets in their turn, | 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, a 
And ſpread the truth from pole to . | 

III. * 

What tho', in ſolemn ſilence, all 2 
More round the W ball“ 


— OR — 
: 3 * * | 
| 


CE * 


What tho' nor real voice nor ſourid 
Amid their radiant orbs be found ? 
In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 

And utter forth a glorious voice, 
For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 


The hand that made us is divine.“ 


— 


— — 


PSALM cxiwv. 


: 1 
HEN /U/rael freed from Pharaoh's hand, 
0 the proud tyrant and his land, 

The tribes with chearful homage own 
Their king, and Fzdah was his throne, 
| II. : 
Acroſs the deep their journey-lay, . 
The deep divides to make them way; 
The ſtreams of Jordan ſaw, and fled 
With backward current to their head. 
111 
The mountains ſhook like frighted ſheep, 
Like lambs the little — 
Not Sinai on her baſe could ſtand, 
Conlcious of ſovereign power at hand. 
„ 


What power could make the deep divide! 
Make Ferdan backward roll his tide ? 
.Why did ye leap, ye little hills? 
And whence the fright that Sinai feels? 
V. 
Let every mountain, every flood 
Retire, and know th' approaching God, 8 
The king of Jrael; ſee him here! | Ek 
Tremble thou earth, adore and fear. - C 


1 % WA. | 
1. He thunders, and all nature mourns; 
- The rock to ſtanding pools he turns; 
- Flints ſpring with fountains at his word, C 
And fires and ſcas confels their Lord. | 


. — y 


PSALM, Ic 
* , 


5 


1 


PSAL M. _ | 


1. Ye 
HE Lord my paſture ſhall prepare, 
And feed me with a ſhepherd's care; 
His preſence ſhall my wants ſupply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye; 
My noon-day walks he ſhall attend, 
And all my * hours defend. 


When i in the fly gebe I faint, | R, 
Or on the thirſty mountain pant; | 
To fertile vales and dewy meads, 
My weary wand'ring ſteps he leads; 

Where peaceful rivers, 2 and ſlow, 
Amid the verdant landskip flow. 

III. 

Tho' in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overſpread, „ : 
My ſteadfaſt heart ſhall fear no ill, ©. 
For thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill, : | 
Thy friendly crook ſhall give me aid, 

And guide me thro' the dreadful ſhade. 

IV. ö 

Tho' in a bare and rugged way, 
Throꝰ devious lonely one * ſtray, 
Thy bounty ſhall my 
The barren wilderne halt nile | 
With ſudden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ſtreams ſhall murmur all around. 


———— 


»— 
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Come, my beloved, let us go forth into the folds let us lodge 
in the villages Cant. 7. 11. By Mrs. Rows. 


1 U de of my e _ | 
And of my deareſt Ve, * \ 
Come let us from this tireſome world | 

And all its cares remove, 


C 2 


4 


(' 28 ) 
A n. 1 
Among the murm'ri og cryſtal 3 
I The groves and flow ry fields, 
Let's try the calm and filent joys : ( 
That bleſt retirement yields. 


Ly 


| 1 
Aber, far from all the buſy world, 
. To thee alone I'll ive, | 
And taſte more pleafure in thy {miles 
Than all things elle can give. 
IV. 
"dy pure defires, and holy vows, 
' Shall centre all in thee ; 2) 
While ev'ry hour to facred love 
Shall conſecrated be. 


————TT wc. wt tout. 
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The APP E AL 2 Mu. Rows. 


| Te. n en 
I folemnly appeal, 
Who all the ut of my ſoul, 
« And inmoſt thoughts can tell. 
; II. 
Eren hos, th' unerring judge of all, 
; Doſt my dread dread witnels prove, 
That thee, beyond. whate'er the world 
| Can tempt me with, I love: : 
| ©! "IR 
That thee, whatever elſe I mils, Nö 
N. | 
f And higheſt blik I chat f 
„323 
Leave me of wealth, of honour, friends, 
A And all things elle bereft, f 0 
But of thy favour, gracious God, Gord 


3 ' 
* V. 
Oh hear, and m thy boundleſ love's 
Ineſtimable | 
And Fl — * cloſe my lips 
And never urge thee more. 
VI. 
With this alone P11 be content, 
But, Lord, of this deny'd, 
I ſhou'd deſpiſe the nobleſt pift, 
Thou cou'dſt beſtow beſide. 
VII. 
. the brighteſt joys of life, 
I ſhou'd no pleaſure know, 
But murm'ring to the ſullen ſhades 
Of endleſs night would go. 


* 
— 
* * 


4 Dion on Rev. Chap. i. FIRE v. 13. te v. 18, 
By a young Lady. 


I. 
HO cou'd (and yet outlive th' amazing ſight!) 
O! who could the ſtreſs of ſo much Bight? 
Amidſt the golden lamps the viſion ſtood, 
Form'd like a man, with - the awe and luſtre of a God. 


" BB A kingly veſture cloth'd bim to the 
And radiant gold his ſacred breaſts ground, 
But all too thin the Deity to ſhroud; 
For heav'nly rays 2 3 thro' the unable clovd. 


His head, his awful 3 was as grac'd with * 
>, As (oft ia how, a melted ſilver fair; a 
And from his eyes ſuch active glorics fow, Ly 
The conſcious ſeraphs well might vail their dimmer 
faces too. | 
IV. 

| His feet were ſtrong, ard dreadful as his port, 
7 1 

C3 | 


Mon RIGS 


His ok reſembled the majeſtic fall 
Of mighty waves: 'twas ms great, divine, and ſo- 
lemn all, 


_ 
His pow'rful hand a ſtarry ſcepter held, | 
His mouth a threatning two-edg'd kword did weild, 
His face ſo wond'rous, ſo divinely fair, 
As all the glorious lights above had been contraQed thore. 
| VI. 
And now my fainting ſpirits ſtrove in v a 
| The uncorrected ſplendor to ſuſtain : 
Unable longer ſuch bright rays to meet, V | 
I dy'd beneath the pond'rous load, at the great viſion's feet 
VII. ; 
But he who doth the ſprings of life contain, 
Breath d back my ſoul, and bid me live again; | 
And thus began; but ob! with ſuch an air, | 
As nothing but a pow'r divine had made me live to hear. 
VIII. 
« From an unviewable eternity 
« was, I am, and muſt forever be; 
«- Once dead, bur now an endleſs life I gain, : 
< Andover death and hell triumphant R | 


* 
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SERAPHIC LOVE. By Mr.. Rows. 


| J. 
H Ob heauty's vaſt abyſs, abſtract of all 
N My thoughts can lovely, great, or ſplendid call; 
To thee! in heav*nly flames, and pure deſires, 
My raviſh'd foul aa aſpires. 


With admiration, praiſe, 458 endleſs love, | 
Thou 6IR the wide reſplendent worlds above; 
And none can rival, or with thee compare, 
Of all the bright intelligences there. 

: + bs ; 
What vapours then, what ſhort-liv'd order be 
The faireſt idols of our ſenſe to thee : 


Before 
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Before the ſtreaming ſplendor of thine eye, 
The languid beauties tall away and die. 
AV. 
dag then, all ye flat delights of ſenſe, 
Pm charm'd with a ſublimer excellence; 
To whom all mortal beauty's but a ray, 
A ſcatter'd drop of his 9 l day. 


How ftrowgly thou my EE heart doſt r move 
With all the holy ceſtaſics of love! 
ln theſe ſweet flames let me expire, and ſee 
Unv eil d the brightnels of the Deity. 
VI. 
Oh! let me die, for there's no earthly bliſs 
My thoughts can ever reliſh without this 3 
No, deareſt Lord, there's nothing here below, 
Without thy ſiniles, to pleaſe, or fatify me now. 


i ' 


— 


* Thoughts n DEATH. By a young Lady. 


I. | 
T'M almoſt to the fatal period come, 
1 My forward glats has well nigh run its laſt; 
E er a few moments I maſt hear the doom; 
Which ne'er will be recall'd when once tis 2825 
II. | 
Methinks I have eternity in view, 
And dread to reach the edges of the ſhore, 
Nor doth the proſpect che. leſs diſmal ſhew 
For all the —— that have launch'd before. 
III. 


Why weep, my friends ? what'is their loſs to mine? © 


I have but one poor doubiful ſtake to throw, 
And with a dying pray'r my hopes reſign, 

If that be loſt, Im loſt for ever too. 

TV: 

Tis not the painful ag agonles of death, 

Nor all the . horrors of the 
Were that the worſt, unmov'd I'd yield boy nn 

And with a a the Ry of ot fern brave. - 


W 


But 


Pa 
— 


Er Lin 


TUFF, 
V. 
But there's an after-day, tis that I fear: 
Oh who ſhall hide me from that angry brow ? 
Already I the dreadful accents hear, j 
—_— from me, and that for ever too, 


— * — — — 
— 


A PaRarP#4RASE oN John iii, 16. 45 a young Lady, 


For Cod fo loved the IWerld, tbat he gave bir only begotten 


Son, &c. 


| h T. | 
ES, fo God lov'd the world; but where 
Are this great love's dimenſions ? 
Ev'n Angels ſtop, for baffled here 


Are their vaſt apprehenſions. 
In vain they ſtrive to graſp the boundleſs thing ; 


Not all their comments can explain the mighty truth I 


bing. 
II. 


Yet ſtill they pauſe on the contents 
Of this amazing ſtory ; - 
How he that all the wide extents 
Of uncreated glory; ; 
He whom the heav'n of heav?ns cou'd not contain, 
Shou'd yet within the ſacred maid's contracted womb re- 
main. 
g III. 
They ſee him born, and hear him weep, 
To aggravate their wonder; 
Whoſe awful voice had ſhook the deep, 
And breath'd his will in thunder : 


That awful voice chang'd to an iufant's cry, 


Whillt in a ſeeble woman's arms he ſeems conſtrain'd te 
lye. | 


— 


IV. 
A God (ah! where are human boaſts?) 
Extended in a manger ! 
The Lord of all the heav'oly hoſts 
Expos'd to ſcorn and danger ER 
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The only Bleſt, tbe All-ſufficient weeps, 
But oh! hs guides the ſtagg' ring world, while its pro- 
ö tector ſleeps ? 
$1 2 V. 
And can'ſt thou, man, ungrateful prove? 
When 'twas for thy falvation 
He left thoſe ſplendid ſeats above, 
His late bright habitation ; 
Where all his Deity ſhone without th' alley 
Of a ſeraphic a1 or An clay. 


Where he 3 pole 
The fullneſs of perfection; 
Tho here benighted and oppreſt, 
The type of a'l dejection. 
He. asks for food who gave the ravens bread, - - 
And * great founder of the world wants where to lay ki 
ead. 


3 
But oh! what dark cataſtrophe 
Dtoes hell at laſt conſpire! 
Behold, upon the curſed tree, 
The Lord of Life expire: 
From this, amaz'd, the ſun withdraws his eye, 
Afraid to ſee his Maker bleed, and the Eternal die. 
| VIII. 
The ſeraphim that throng'd about 
*Twixt hope and conſternation, 
Naw blaze the wond'rous news about 
The radiant corporation; | 
Who vainly ſtrive the myſtery to ſcan, - - 
And fathom the ſtupendous depth of this great aa to 
man. 
IX. 
8 on the YO: of juſtice ſtood 
With their cxalted nature, - 
Who now thro” ſtreams of ſacred blood 
Wafts the terreſtrial · creature, 
Wafts duſty man to that felicity 
Which the ede ſons of light muſt never 8 to ſee. 


TE 


(.34') 
TE DEU M paraphraſed, By Mr. Dennis. 


| I. 
Long adieu to mortal lays, 
Our voice t' immortal heights we raiſe, 
And ſing the great Creator's praile. 
Thy praiſe, O God, thy boundleſs praiſe, 
In more than human ſounds we ſing, 
O for an angel's tow'ring wing! 
O rather for thy ſpirit to ſuſtain. 
Each matchleſs ſtrain, & 
That it may reach eternal heights, 
Andin its lofty, daring flights, | 
The heaven of heavens may ſcale. 
Raiſe all your voices, ſtrike your ſtrings, 
*Tis God, tis God we ing ; 

Sound all and cry with one accord, 
Hail, thou ſupreme of things! 
The world's great Author hail ! 
Hail infinite Eternal King, 
Tbe God above all heights ador'd! 
We all confels and all obey, | 
Proſtrate and low, and trembling, all 
Before thy dreadful Majeſty we fall, 
Acknowledging thy boundleſs ſway. 

: II. | 


Such homage to their caſtern kin 
The Indian and the Perſian . | 
But eaſtern kings [alas] to thee 1 
Vain fantoms are of royalty; — 0 
That with a falſe deluſive pow'r 
Appear and vaniſh in an hour. 

For thee, what homage ſhall we find ? 
I Infinite, independent mind. | 

What worthy of the God 

Who can unmake us with a nod ? 
Loak from thy awful throne on high, 
And with thy omnipreſent eye 
Into our fouls pry : 8 £ 


ee" n : 
There fre an homage worthy thee, - px 
Worthy eternal Majeſty, - | 


profound humility ; 
Soul entirely mortify'd, 
Down ſenſleſs vanity. and pride: 
Vile as thou art, vain man, appear, 
Behold Omnipotence is here. 
When he who only is, when he 
Appears, what worms, what mites are we ? 
Nay, we are not, we only ſcem, 
We're ſcarce a ſhadow, ſcarce a dream; 
A ſenſleſs dream of what is not, 
That paſſes and is ſtraight forgot. 
Thou only art, for what thou art 
Thou always will be, always wert; 
For thou are permanent and fix d, 
Uncreated, and unmi d; 
The radiant heavens and rolling earth, 
Owe to thee their wond'rous birth; Ea 
Thou of ten thouſand worlds art Lord, 
And art by every world ador'd ; | 
They all confels thy power divine, : 


For theo they move, for thee they ſhine, 
And every world's forever thine. 
g III. 
And this great planet earth, which rolls 
inceſſantly around its poles ; 
And till the end of time muſt run 7 
Its giant race about the ſun; 
And moving round the lamp of day, | 
O'ertake the ſeaſons in its way; . 
While ſlanting in its obliquedlipht, 
It ſhorters or prolongs the night ; 
Thee motion's fountain, and its 
It worſhips in its endleſs courſe ; 
Thee, while it turns about the ſphere, 
Accompliſhing the mighty year, - 
Its great Creator thee it ſerves, 
And thy eternal laws obſerves. 
Creatures to whom great mother earth, 


Fermented by thy flame, gave birth; , 


4 „ 
All that on Lybian mountains roar, 
Or flounder on the Indian ſhore ; | 
All that in airy caravans on high, 8 


Intelligent of ſeaſons fly. 

Thro' the vaſt deſarts of th' aerial ſky, 

All to their. Maker adoration pay, 

All conſtantly thy ſeveral laws obey, 

Which their diſtinguiſh'd tribes and different natious 
. 

Their ſealons pre-ordain'd by thee they know, . 

At thy command they come, at thy command they go. 

IV. 

None but irregular man thy rightful. fray, 

Impious irregular man dares diſobey; 

Yet impious man too thee adores, |. | | 

Thee from Cathaian to Peruvian ſhores, 

With nameleſs rights, unnumber'd tongues, 

He every hour implores. 


Before thy feet carth's. numerous kingdoms all, 8 


Before thy feet a thouſand monarchs fall, 
And thee their everlaſting Father call. 
And thus they cry, thy potent breath, 
Our great forefather call'd from more than death, 
When thou ſaid'ſt let him be, the found - 
Drew him wond'ring from the ground ; 
Before thee low the world's great rulers bow, | 
Thou art our God, our mighty. maker thou, 4 
Thou form'dit us at the Et, and thou ſuſtainꝰ ſt "_ 
now. | 
CP 
Now let us earth and earthly things diſdain, 
No let us try a loftier ſtrain, _ 5 
Now let our fouls to heaven repair, 
Direct their molt aſpiring flight, 
To fields of uncreated light, 
And dare to draw empyreal air. 
"Tis done, oh place divinely bright ! 
Oh {ons of god divinely fair! 
Oh ſight ! unutterable fight! 
Oh unconceivable delight ! 


Oh joy, which only Gods can bear! 


— 


R 


Hark how their bliſsful notes they raiſe, 

And ſing th' eternal Maker's praiſe ; 

How in ecſtatic ſong they cry, 

Lo we the glorious (ons of light, 

So great, ſo beautiful, ſo bright! 

Lo we the brighteſt of created things, 

Who are all flame, all force, all ſpirit, and all eye, 
Are yet but vile, and nothing in thy fight. 
Before thy feet, O mighty King of Kings, 

O Maker of this boundlels all ! 

Thus lowly reverent we fall ! 

Thou know'ſt how many of us fell 

To loweſt ſhame and loweſt hell ; 

But thou art holy, thou, O Lord, 

Art only fit to be implor'd, 

Of ſacred ſabbath God ador'd! 


And thus they pals eternity. 8 


To thee all angels in the (ky, 
And all archangels loudly cry; 
The mighty cherubim . 
Anſwer the flaming ſeraphim, 
Holy, continually they cry ! 
O holy, holy, holy Lord, f 
Of facred ſabbath God ador'd. — 
From them dominions catch the bliſeful ſong, 
And thrones the glorious theme prolong; _ 
Holy continually they cry, * 
Th' harmonious thunder rolls along the ſkies, 
And to the golden orbs it ſſies 
The vaſt intelligences all on fire, “ 
With flaming zeal complete th' immortal quire. 
To ſing the t Creator, all conſpire; 
All ranks divinely touch the kving lyre : 
O holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Of ſacred ſabbath God ador'd ! 
Holy, th' empyrean ſpirits cry, 
Holy, the regents of the orbs reply. 
To the great ſtrain they tune their ſpheres, 
And raviſh even immortal ears: 
And all th' harmonious 5 worlds on high 
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Accompany the ſong divine, 
And in th' eternal chorus join. 
VI. 
Thus Thee they always worſhip, all 
Thee God of ſacred ſabbath call. 
For Thou haſt been of holy reſt, 
From vaſt eternity, poſſeſt. 
When all in yon created mals 
Does but appear,.and move, and paſs; 
All moves, all fluctuates without end, 
But ſpirits that on thee depend. : 
Jon glorious worlds that floating lye 
In the profound abyſs of sky, 
In matter's ſtormy gulph are toſt, 
Till in a flaming wreck they're loſt. 
We that fo far with angels ken can trace 
Thy godlike works along the boundleſs ſpace, 
Sce nought from endlels agitation free, 
But Thee, the-great, th' eternal mover, Thee. 
Even we are mon d, even we are toſt 
In blisful rapture almoſt loſt; a 
Even we ſometimes almoſt complain 
Of tranſports that are near to pain, 
Which without Thee we never cou'd ſuſtain. 
Thou mov it us all, yet ever bleſt 
Alone enjoy ſt perpetual reſt . 
Thy great all- ſeeing eyes ne'er ſleep; 
And yet for everlaſting days, 
They ſabbath, ſacred ſabbath, keep; 
The wond'rous ſubje of our praiſe. 1 
But who, tho mounted on an angel's wing, 
Can ever hope to raiſe his fipht 


Ld 


To ſuch a tow'ring, fuch a godlike height, 
As Thee with equal ſong to ſing ? * 
Thoee over all the worlds ſupreme, £ 


' Who muſt not flag beneath th' almighty theme, 
Where Cer at utmoſt ſtretch we caſt our eyes, 
Tbro' the vaſt frightful ſpaces of the skies, 
Even there we find thy glory, there we gaze 
On thy bright Majeſty's unbounded blaze: 
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Ten thouſand ſuns, prodigious globes of light, 
At once in broad dimenſions ſtrike our ſight. 
Millions behind, in the remoter skies, 
Appear but ſpangles toour wearied eyes: 
Aud when our wearied eyes want farther ſtrength;. 
To pierce the void's immeaſurable length, 
Our vigorous tow'ring thoughts {till further fly, 
And Il remoter flaming worlds deſcry: 
But even an angel's comprehenſive thought: 
Cannot extend fo far as thou haſt wrought; 
Our vaſt conceptions are by ſwelling brought, 
Swallow'd and- loſt in infinite to nought. 


e 
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The MESSIAH, A ſacred Ectocut, compoſed of 
ſeveral Paſſages of Iſaiah the Prophet, By Mr. 


Pope. | 


Written in Imitation of Virgil's PoLL1o. 


E nymphs of Sch ma, begin the fong * _ 
To heav'nly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong.. 

The moſſy fountains and the filvan ſhades, _ 

The dreams of Pindus, and th Ainian maids 

Delight no more. O thou my voice inſpire 

Who touch'd //aiah's hallow'd lips with fire !. 

Rapt into future times the bard begun, 

A virgin ſhall conceive, a virgin bear a ſon. 

From Jeſe's root behold a branch ariſe | 

Whole facred flow'r with fragrance fills the ſkies, _ 

'Th' etherial ſpirit o'er its leaves ſhall*moye, | 

And on its top deſcends the myſtic dove. 

Ye heav'ns ! from high the dewy nectar pour, 

And in ſoft filenge ſhed the kindly ſhow'r : 

The ſick, the weak, the healing Plant ſhall aid, 

From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. * 5 

All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient fraud ſhall fail, 

Returning juſtice lift aloft her ſcale ; | 

Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 

And white-rob'd itinocence from heay'n deſcend; 

N D 2 Swift 


( 49 ) 


Swift fly the years, and riſe th' expected moryu ; 
O ſpring to light! auſpicious babe be born. 
See nature halle, her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpring: 
See lofty Lebanon his head advance; 

ee nodding foreſts on the mountains dance: 
See ſpicy clouds from lovely Saron riſe, 

And Carmel's flow'ry top perfumes the ſkies ! 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely defart chears; 
Prepare the way, a God, a God appears ; 

A God, a God, the vocal hills reply, 

'The rocks procliim th' approaching Deity. 
Lo earth receives him from the bending ſkies ! 
Sink down ye mountains, and ye valleys riſe : 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars homage pay ; 

Be ſinooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way; 
The Saviour comes ! by ancient bards foretold ; 
Hear him ye deaf, and all ye blind behold ! 

He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the ſightleſs eye-ball pour the day. 

*Tis he th' obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
Ard bid new muſic charm th* unfolding ear. 

The dumb ſhall ling, the lame his cruich forego, 
And leap exulting like the bounding ro. 
No ſigh, no murmur the wide world ſhall hear, 
From ev'ry face h'Il wipe off ev'ry tear. 
_ ntine chains _ death be bound, 

A s pri nt feel th” eternal wound. 
As the la tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks freſheſt paſture and the pureſt air, 
Explores the loſt, the wand'ring as, 
By day o'erſces them, and by night protects: 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 

Feeds —— his hand, and in his boſom warms. 
Thus mankind his care engage 
r Shs fits age. 
No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 

Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover d o'er, 
The brazen trumpets Kindle rage no more; 
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But uſeleſs lances into ſeythes ſhall bend, 

And the broad faulchion in a plow-ſhear end. 
Then palaces ſhall riſe; the Joyful fon 

Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd fire begun; 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race mall; yield, 
And the fame hand that ſow'd ſhall reap the feld. 
The ſwains in barren deſarts with ſurpriſe, 
Sce lillies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe, 

And (tart anidlt the chirſty wilds, to bear 

New falls of water murm ring in bis car 3 

On rifted rocks, the dragons late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
Waſte ſandy vallies, once perplext with thorn, . 
The ſpiry fir, and ſhapely box adorn ;- | | 
To leaflefs ſhrubs the flow Ti palms ſucceed, 

And od'rous myrtle to the — 4a weed. ? 
The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant mead, | 
And boys in flow'ry bands the tyre ger lead; 

I be ſteer and lion at one crib fall meet, 

And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's fect. 

The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 

The creſted baſiliſk and ſpeckled ſnake, 

Pleas'd, the green luſtre of the ſcales {i 11 

And with their N tongue and pointleſs ſtiog ſhall 5 obs | 
Riſe, crown'd with light, im Salem riſe, | 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thine eyes ! 

See a long race thy ſpacious cuurts adorn l 

Sce future ſons and daughters yet unborn, 

In crouding ranks on every {ide ariſe, 

Demanding life, impatient for the lies l. 

See barb'rous nations at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend! 

See thy bright altars throng d with proſtrate kings, 
And heap'd with products &* Sabean ſprings ! 

For Thee /dume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 
And feed of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 
See heav'n its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 
And break upon Thee in a flood of day! 4 NJ. 
No more the riſing ſun ſhall ſake ern, 8 T 
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But loſt, diſſolv'd in thy ſuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 

Oerſlow thy courts : the light himſelf ſhall ſhine 
Reveal'd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 

The ſeas ſhall waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 
Rocks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away ; 
But fix d his word, his ſaving pow'r remains, 
Thy realm for ever laſts, thy own Meffiah reigns, 


* 


r 
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The MEDITATION. 


I. 
1 T muſt be done, my ſoul, but tis a ſtrange, 
A diſmal, and myſterious change | 

When thou ſhalt leave this tenement of clay, 
And to an unknown ſomewhere wing away; 
When time ſhall be eternity, and thou 
Shalt be thou know'ſt not what, and live thou know'ſt not 

| how. a 

4 II. 
Amazing ſtate! no wonder that we dread 
To think of death, or view the dead; 
Thouꝰrt alt wrapt up in ſhades, as if to thee 
Our very knowledge had antipathy : 
Death could not a more fad retinue find, 
Sickneſs and pain before, and darkneſs all behind. 
"1 III. 7 55 
Some courteous ghoſt tell this great ſecreſy, 
What tis you are, and we muſt be. 
You warn us of approaching death, and why ? 
May we not know from you what tis to die! 
But you having ſhot the gulph, delight to ſee 
| Succeeding ſouls plunge in with like uncertainty. 
IV 


When life's cloſe knot, by writ from deſtiny, 
Diſeaſe ſhall cut, or age untye ; 

When after ſome delays, ſome dying ſtrife, 
The ſoul ſtands ſhi V ring on the verge of life, 
With what a dreadful curiofity _ | | 
Does ſhe launch out into the ſea of vaſt eternity. 


So 


. 


N | V. N 
So when the ſpacious globe was delug'd o er, 
And lower holds cauld fave no more, 
On th' utmoſt boughs th' aſtoniſſi d ſinners ſtood, 
And view'd th' advances of th' incroaching flood; 
O'er-top'd at length by tli elements increaſe, 
With horror they relign'd to the untry'd abyſs. 


A DIALOGUE between the fallen * and a hu- 


man Spirit juſt entered into the other World, By Mrs. 
Rowe . | - 


— — — 


Human Spirit. 3 
O NG ſtruggling in the agonies of death, 
With horror I refign'd my mortal breath. 

With horror long the fatal gulph I view'd, 
And ſhiv'ring on its- utmoſt edges ſtood, 
Till forc'd to take th” inevitable leap, 
[ hurry'd headlong down the gloomy ſteep : 
And here of every hope bereft, I find 
My ſelf a naked, an unbody'd mind, 
My lov'd, my fond, afficious friends in vain 
My fleeting foul endeavour'd to retain ; 
In vain its blooming manſion did invite, 
Grandeur, and wealth, and love, and ſoft delight, 
With tempting calls in vain its flight would ſtay, 
When forc'd by the ſevere decree away. 
1 'Tis palt — and all like a thin viſion gone, 
For which I have my wretched foul undone, 
And wand'ring on this dark deteſted ſhore, 
My eyes ſhall view the. upper light no more. 

| Fallen Angels, _ 
Then welcome to the regions of deſpair, | : 


Thy ruin coſt us much deſign and care, 

And thou hadſt ſcapꝰd but for one happy ſuare. 
And in the blifful ſkies ſupply'd-the | 

Of ſome fall'n ſpirit of our nobler race ; 

Thou cou'dſt the thirſt of wine or wealth controul, 

And no malicious {in has ſtain d thy ſoul, | 
But for the Joys of one forbidden love 

Haſt loſt the boundleſs ecſtaſies above. 


Hus 
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Human Spirit. 
And all was frecly, freely all was loſt ; 
How dear has one ſhort dream of pleature coſt !' 
But yet this fatal, this enchanting dream, 
I ſhould perhaps to heaven it ſelf eſtcem, 
Were it as permanent: but ah! tis gone, 
And I a wretch abandon'd and undone; 
Of God, of every ſmiling hope am left, 
And-all my dear delights on carth bercft, 
While here for gilded roofs, and painted bowers, 
For pleaſant and beds of fragrant flowers, 


I ind polluted dens, and pitchy ſtreams, 


And burning paths with beds of raging flames ; 

Inſtead of mulic's ſweet inſpiring ſound, 

Repeated yells, and endleſs groans go round; 

And for the lovely faces of my friends, 

I meet the ghaſtly viſages of fhends. 

A thouſand nameleſs terrors are behind, 

Deſpair confuſion, fury, ſeize my mind: 

But will my griefs-no happy period find ? 
Fallen Aa gels. 

Count all the twinkling glories of the ſły, 

Count all the drops that in the ocean lyc, 

Of all the earthy globe the atoms count, 

Eternal years thy numbers {till ſurmount. 

Millions of tedious ling'ring ages gone, 

Thy miſery, thy hell is but begun. 

As fix'd, as permanent thy blits had been, 

But for one daring, one beloved fin ; 

Cold to the baits of any other vice, 

Beauty alone could thy fond thoughts entice. 

By this, or all our ſtratagems had fail'd, 

By this we o'er thy temp rate youth prevail d. 

Poor fottiſh ſoul] | below our envy. now, 

For what a toy didſt thou a heaven forego ? 


Human Spirit. 


O tell me not from what fair hopes I fell, 


miſſing heaven but aggravates my bell. 
Juſt - .-* Fallen Angels. K 


Thou know'ſt not what thou'lt loſt, but we too well 


CM -1 
There endleſs heights of y they prove, 
There's laſting beauty and immortal love; 
There flowing pleaſures in full torrents roll, 
For pleaſures ſcorn'd, this loſs muſt rack thy ſoul. 
Human Spirit. 
With _ cruel art you aggravate 
My miſeries intolerable weight. 
| Fallen Angel. 
Our envy once, thon'rt now become our ſcorn, 
In vain for thee the fon of God was born; 
That mighty favour, that peculiar grace, 
Too glorious for the fall'n angelic race, 
Serves only to exaſperate thy doom, 
And give th' infernal ſhades a darker gloom. 
Human Spirit. 
Oh! that's the wounding circumſtance of all, 
To lower depths of woe I cannot fall: 
Ye curſt tormenters, now your rags is ſpent, 
Your fury canno further hell invent ; 
A Saviour's title, a Redeemer's blood, 
Their worth till now I little underſtood, 


| — — — — 


DIALOGUE between à good Spirit newly parted 
from the Body, and the Angels that came to conduct 
him to Glory, By Mr. Bowden. 4 


g Spirit. 
The cruel bond diſſol d that held me back ſo faſt. 
I felt, when firſt the curdling blood grew cold, 

And rapid wheels of life no longer roll'd, 

With joy I felt all this, with joy reſign d 

My vital breath, and left the fleſh behind. 

Long, long I ſtruggled with my mortal chain, 

Long bore the double load of fin and pain, 
Long ſigh'd and wiſh'd for this auſpicious day, 
And wonder'd at the moments dull delay. 

Wide was the gulph, and deep, but now I'm o'er, 
Am landed ſafe on the eternal ſhore. 

Welcome for ever then this happy change, _ 
Welcome the charming paths 1 now ſhall range ; 


Wel- 


„ 
Welcome firſt dawnings of immortal light, 
Welcome ye glorious an to my ſight. 

gell. 
And welcome, welcome to our peaceful arms, 
We come to gvard thee from all future harms ; 
From heav'n's high court we come —— th” eternal King, 
Whoſe will we all obey and praiſes ſing, , 
Sent us thus far, (fo great his bounty is!) 
To waft thee to the ſcats of endleſs bliſs: 
This morn we left his throne - the conquer'd light 
Lagg'd dully, after, * our flight. 

pirit. 

O ſacred miniſters of heav'n's decree! 6 
O you that ſtream with radiant majeſty ! 
Why on this meſſage ſent ? why this regard to me ? 
Return, return to heav'n from whence you came, 
There warble hymns to the Creator's name, 
Make ſhining circles there around his throne, 
"Tis he deſerves ſuch guards, and he alone; 
Unworthy I in ſuch a grace to ſhare, 
Unworthy of your leaſt „ care. 


Not thy deſerts, but free, unbounded love, 
Was all the ſpring that cou d' thy Maker move; 
That love which did at firſt thy being raiſe, 
Preſerve thy health, and number out thy days, 
And all tho num'rous ample gifis beſtow : 
While yet a tenant of the world below ? 

That love which ſent his dear and only ſon 

To ranſom thee, and all mankind, undone ; 
Sent him to feel th' extreams of miſery, 
To want, to mourn, be.tortur;d; bleed and die; 
Which ſhelter'd thee from the avenging ſtroke, 
And hell's eternal chain aſunder broke: 

Which heaven's immortal doors ſet open wide, 
And did in ſhining paths of virtue guide ; 

Ev'n that now ſends us forth to lead the way 
To the bright regions of celeſtial day. 
Nor come we only for ſolemnity, 


Tomake a pompous progrels thro' the ſky : | 


N 


Thou need'ft theſe rays, thou need'ſt theſe potent arms, 


To guide and guard thee from ſurrounding harms; 
For long's the way, and vaſt, thou art to ſteer, 

No land-marks there, nor beaten roads appear, 
Ten thouſand, thouſand, thouſand leagues and more, 
Thou muſt thro' fields of trackleſs zther ſoar ; 
And here thou'lt pals th' inhoſpitable plains, 
Where night in everlaſting ſilence reigns, 

Where no glad rays do c'er the gloom adorn, 
Save what by us are in our paſſage worn : 

There mighty orbs will roll acrols the ſkies, 

And comets of predigious form and ſize, 

Myriads of ſtarry worlds ſurpriſe thy fight 

Wich blazes of unſufferable light. 

Thus then by turns thou'lt need our pow'rful aid, 
Our rays to light, and 8 wings to ſhade. 
Beſides apoſtate angles in thy way, 

More thick than falling leaves of autumn, ſtray ; 
Theſe, were we abſent. tho' they can't deſtroy, 

In ipight would all their helliſh arts employ : 
Some dreſt in hideous ſhapes wou'd ſtalk before, 
Some dog it after with infernal roar ; 

Some icy hills along thy paſſage ſtrow, 

Some make thro” pitchy clouds red light'ning glow, 


Some thunder from above, ſome from below. 4 


And when theſe freightful methods don't avail, 
Nor ſhock thy peace, nor make thy courage fail. 
They'll next with tender flatt'ring charms amuſe, 
And all their ſoft enticing arts will uſe; 

Will ſeem like us, celeſtial angels fair, 

Such their proportion, ſuch their mien and air, 
In all the bloom of heav'nly youth appear, 

And with melodious ſounds invite thy ear. 

Here warbling birds will ſoftly hover round, 
While filver fountains murmur to their ſound : 
There flow'ry fields their fragrancy diſpenſe, 
And with ten thouſand beanties court thy ſenſe, 
Theſe arts and more, if found alone, they'll try 
To curb thy ſoaring flight, and ſtain thy piety. 
But at our ſight they feel a trembling awe, 


Run howling o'er the walte, and to their dens withdraw. 


Nor 
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Nor think we ſuch a charge as this diſdain, 
And undergo the humble taſk with pain. 
For ev'ry part of the Almighty's will, 
With eager joy, with raptures we fulfill ; 
But love itſelf 's a pow'rful motive here, | 
Love makes thee to theſe eyes, theſe arms moſt dear. 
Let's then aſcend and thus we ſpread our wings, 
And thus we ſoar adieu to carthly things. 
1 Spirit. 
Adieu, adieu, with joy, dear guides Igo: 
Adieu the nauſeous ſink of ſin and woc. 
No more ſhall I thoſe diſmal proſpects view, 
Which did each day my bitter griefs renew. 
No more behold the perſecutors rage, 
Nor all the monſtrous vices of the age. 
In Meſech's curſed tents no more ſhall dwell, 
No more be tortur'd with the ſons of hell. | 
No more ſhall ſin's foul ſtain pollute my ſoul, 
Nor earthly cares my better part controul; 
No more ſhall bear diſcaſes cruel ſmart, 
Nor feel death's fatal arrows wound my heart. 

| Angels. 
No, happy ſoul, thy tragic part is o'er, 
Thy forrows all are fled, thy dangers are no more, 
Pure love, triumphant peace, and high renown 
Shall float around thee now, and all thy labours crown. 
Happy the day that ſaw thee leave thy fin, 
And bravely vertue's ſhining race begin. 
That faw hearken to the voice of God, 
His laws obey, and tremble at his rod. 
Saw thee diſſolve before his flaming love, 
And towards his awful throne in =E breathings move. 
O had'it thou ſtill thy darling vice purſued, | 
And till been like thy tempters, vain and lewd, 
How wretched now had been thy certain fate ! 
And in what floods of tears wou'd(t thou repent too late 
Thou muſt, for theſe kind looks and arms of ours, 
Have felt the fury of infernal pow'rs, 
To hell's dark priſon in their paws been drawn, 
Where goblins ſtalk, ſnakes hiſs, and monſters yawn : 


Where 
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Mix with the yells of fiends, and clinks of chains; 
Where no bright morn diſplays a chearful face, 
But crouding horrors fill the gloomy {paces 


But now thou'rt ſafe---and now to heav'n we go, 
To heav'n, where tides of endleſs glory flow, 
And light's diffuſive rays no limits know : 


Wonders too big for angels tongues to tell! 

There ſits th Almighty thron'd in awful ſtate, 

As kind as high, as good as he is great. 

From thence his eyes remoteſt corners pierce, 

And range thro' all the ſpacious univerſe ; 

From thence he ſcatters bleſſings, and from thence 
Does fov'reign rule to num'rous worlds diſpenſe, 
Whgge meaneſt creatures feel his chearing influence. 
Immortal beams his dazling throne ſurround, 

And in his preſence all delights abound. 

Seraph, and cherub bow before his ſeat, 

And everlaſting ſongs of praiſe 
Down proſtrate at his fect themſelves they lay, 


Theſe, and the ſaints, ſhall thy companions be, 
The ſaints, from all their imperfections free, 
And prac'd with knowledge, love, and piety. 
We all are there array d in heav'nly light, 
And all in ſtricteſt bonds of love unite-: 

And jointly all with rapt'rous ardour ſing 
Glad Hallelujahs to th' eternal King. 
There too thou ſhalt thy kind Kedeemer ſee, 
Who ſcorn'd his ſtate, and left all heav'n for thee ; 
/ Shalt feel the tranſports of his charming face, 

And dwell for ever in his dear embrace, 

Thy 2 friends who fought with vice below, 
And ſtood the torrent till death's fatal blow, 
In theſe bleſt manſions thou again ſhalt find, 

More pure, more wiſe, more generous and kind. 
Thy dear Palemon, dearer than thy foul, | 
Whoſe mighty loſs thou did'ſt fo long condole, 
Who with thee joy'd to run the glorious race, 
With equal love, and with an equal pace, 
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, 
a. © 


Where roaring flames, and ſhrieks of thoſe in pains, 


And num'rous dreadful woes all joys for ever chace. 


Where ſcenes of bliſs, and charming wonders dwell, 


His mighty name adore, and dread commands obey. 
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Shall thee again with ſoft careſſes meet, 

And in loud welcomes thy arrival greet, 

You both ſhall now your ſacred flames improve, 
Shall both diſſolve in pure empyreal love; 

For ever both in theſe bright realms remain, 
In joys be delug' d, and in glory reign. 


2 ah 8 8 


The MEDITATION. 


1 2 
* 


I. 
T muſt be done, my ſoul, but tis a ſtrange, 
A diſmal, and myſterious change ! 
When thou ſhalt leave this tenement of clay, 
And to an unknown ſomewhere wing away, 
When time ſhall be eternity, and thou 
Shalt be thou know'ſt not what, and live thou know ſi hot 


how. 


II. 
Amazing ſtate ! no wonder that we dread 
To think of death, or view the dead ; 
Thou'rt all wrapt up in ſhades, as if to thee 
Our very knowledge had antipathy : 
Death could not a more fad retinue find, 
Sickneſs and pain before, 2 darkne!'s a I behind. 
; | III. | 
Some courteous ghoſt tell this great ſecrecy, 
What tis you are, and we muſt be. 
You warn us of approaching death, and why ? 
May we not know from you what tis to die! 
But you having ſhot the gulph, delight to ſee 
Succeeding fouls plunge in with like uncertainty. 
IV. , 
When life's cloſe knot by writ, from deſtiny, 
Diſcaſe ſhall cut, or age untye, | 
When after ſome delays, ſome dying ſtrife, 
The foul ſtands ſhivering on the verge of life, 
With what a dreadful curioſity | 
Does ſhe launch out into the ſea of vaſt eternity. 
| p V. | 
So when the ſpacious globe was delug'd o'er, 
And lower holds could fave no more, 
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On th* utmoſt boughs thꝰ aſtoniſh'd ſinners ſtood, 


And view'd th' advances of th' incroaching flood; 
Oc'r-topp'd at _ Mi th' clements increate, 
gu 


Wich horror they re to the untry'd abyls. 


— 


n 


Ti: PROSPECT. 


I. 
HAT a ſtrange moment will it be, 
My foul! how full of curioſity ? * 
When wing'd and ready forthy eternal flight, 
To th' utmoſt edges of thy tottering clay, 
Hovering, and wiſhing longer ſtay, 
Thou ſhalt advance, and have eternity in ſight, 
When juſt about to try that unknown ſea, 
What a ſtrange moment will it be! 
| II. 

But yet how much more ſtrange that ſtate ! 

When looſen'd from th embrace of this cloſe mate, 
Thou ſhalt at once be plung'd in liberty, 
And move as ſwift and active as a ray 

Shot from the lucid ſpring of day. 

Thou who juſt now walt clogg'd with dull mortality, 
How wilt thou bear the mighty change ! how know 
Whether thou'rt then the ſame or no: 
III. 

Then to ſtrange manſions of the air, 

And ſtranger company, muſt chou repair; 
What a new ſcene of things will then appear; 
This world thou by degrees was taught to know, 

Which leſſen'd thy ſurprize below: 

But knowledge all at once will overflow thee there. 

That world, as the firſt man did this, thou'lt ſee 
Ripe grown in full maturity, 
IV. 

There, with bright ſplendors muſt thou dwell, 
And be what only thoſe pure forms can tell; 
There muſt thou live a while, and admire, 
Till the great angel's trump this fabric ſhake, 

And all the ſlumbring dead awake; 

Then to thy old forgotten 2. muſt thou retire ; 
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This union then will be as uf wag or more 
Than thy new liberty bef a 


Now for the greateſt change prepare, 
To ſee the onl Great the only Fair : 
Veil now thy „gaze and be bleſt ; 
Here all thy 4 4 1.5, rombu ceaſe, 
Here's a. 1 ſerenity and peace. 
'Thou'rt to the centre come, the native ſeat of reſt ; 
There's wow no further change, nor nced there be 
When One ſhall * variety. 


— — 
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4 Proſpect of DEATH. 
A PINDARIC\IESSAY. By Mr. Pourxkr. 


INCE we can die but once, and after death 
Our ſtate no alteration knows; 
But, when we have reſign'd our breath, 
Th' immortal ſpiri 
To endleſs joys, or . 1a woes: 
Wiſe is that man who 135 to ſecure 
The mighty and important ſtake ; 
bs * fre ſtrives to make 
His paſſa and his reception ſure. 
Merely n no man of reaſon fears, 
For certainly we muſt, 
5 vets unten return to duſt : 
is the laſt point of many lingering years. 
But n go, * 
Whither, we fain wou'd know; 
But human underſtanding cannot ſhow. 
This makes us tremble, and creates 
n ee. in the mind; 
Fills it wi eſs doubts, and wild debates 
what, we living, cannot find. 
None know what death is, but the dead, 
Therefore we all by nature dying dread, 


As « range, doubiful way, we know not bow to tread. 


I. When 


8 


Wo 


II. 

When to the margin of the grave we come, 
And ſcarce have one e xr hour to live, 
No hopes, no proſpect of a kind reprieve, 

To — ſpeedy paſſage to the tomb; 

How moving, and how mournful is the light, 
How wond'rous pitifal, how wond'rous fad ! 
Where then is refuge, where is comfort to be had, 

In the dark minutes of the dreadful night, 


To chear our drooping ſouls for their amazing flight? 


Feeble and languiſhing in bed we lye, 
Deſpairing to recover, void of reſt, 
Wiſhing for death, and yet afraid to die; 
Terrors and doubts diſtra& our breaſt, | 
With mighty agonies, and mighty pains oppreſt. 
III. 


Our face is moiſten'd with a clammy ſweat ; 
Faint and irregular the pulſes beat; 

The blood unactive grows, 

And thickens as it flows, 

Depriv'd of all its vigour, all its vital heat. 

Our dying eyes rout heavily about ; 

Their light juſt going out; 

And for ſome kind aſſiſtance call: 
But pity, uſeleſs pity's all 
Our weeping friends can give, 
— 3 . heir pow ſmall 
Tho' their are , thei rs are 

The tongue's ind to declare 
The pains, the griefs, the miſeries we bear; 
How inſupportable our torments are. 
Muſic no more delights our deaf ning ears, 
Reſtores our joys, or diſſipates our fears; 
But all is melancholy, all is ſad, 

In robes of deepeſt mourning clad: 
For ev'ry faculty, and ev'ry ſenſe 
Partakes the woe of this dire exigence. 

| IV. 

Then we are ſenſible, too late, 

"Tis no advantage to be rich or great: 


For all the fullome pride, and pageagtry of fate. | 
. my 
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No conſolation brings: 
Riches and honours then are uſcleſs things, 
Taſtleſs, or bitter all; 
And, like the book which the apoſtle cat, 
To the ill-judging palate ſweet, 
But turtrat laſt to nauſeouſneſs and pall. 
Nothing will then our drooping ſpirits chear 
But their remembrance of good actions paſt ; 
Virtue's a joy that will for ever laſt, 
And makes ray we leſs terrible appear; 


"Takes out his ſting, and palliates our fear. 
In the dark anti-chambers of the prave, 


What wou'd we give, ev'n all we have, 
All that our cares and induſtry had pain'd, 
All that our fraud, our policy, our art obtain'd, 
Could we recal thoſe fatal hours again, 
Which we conſum'd in ſenſeleſs vanities, 
Ambitious fatties, and luxurious eaſe ; 
For then they urge our terrors, and increaſe our pain. 
| V. 


Our friends and relatives ſtand weeping by, 
Diſſolv'd in tears to ſee us die, : 
And plunge into the deep abyſs of wide eternity. 
In vain they mourn, in vain they grie ve, 
Their ſorrows cannot ours relieve. 
They pity our deplorable eſtate ; 
But what, alas, can pity do, / 
To ſoften the decrees of fate 
Beſides, the ſentence is irrevocable too. a+ 
All their endeavours to e our , 
Tho' they do — 9 
Show us how much, how tenderly they love, 
But cannot cut off the entail of death. 
Mournful they look, and croud about our bed : 
One with officious haſte 
Brings us a cordial, we want ſenſe to taſte: 
Another ſoftly raiſes up our head; 
This wipes away the ſweat, that, ſighing crics 
See what convulſions, what ſtrong agonies, 


Both ſoul and un ! 
His pains no — 2 
For ew ry gaſp of air he draws, returns in ſighs. 


aw a+ 
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Each wou'd his kind aſſiſtance lend 
To ſerve his dear relation, or his dearer friend ; 
But (till in vain with deſtiny they all contend. 


VI. 
Our father, pale with grief and watching grown, 
Takes our cold hand in his, and cries adieu, 
Adieu, my child, now I muſt follow you; 
Then weeps, and gently lays it down. 
Our ſons, who in their tender years 
Were objects of our cares, and of our fears, 
Come trembling to our bed, and kneeling cry, 
Bleſs us, O father! now before you die; 
Bleſs us, and be you bleſt to all eternity. 
Our friend, whom equal to ourſelves we love, 
Compaſſionate and kind, 
Cries, will you leave me here behind, 
Without me fly to the bleſt ſeats above? 
Without me, did I fay, ah no! 
Without thy friend thou can'ſt not go, 
For tho? thou leay'ſt me grov'ling here below, 
My foul with thee ſhall upward fly, 
And bear thy ſpirit company, 
Thro' the bright paſſage of the yielding ſky. 
Ev'n death that parts thee from thyſelf, ſhall be 
Incapable to ſeparate 
(For 'tis not in the power of fate) 
My friend, my beſt, my deareſt friend, and me: 
But ſince it muſt be ſo, farewel 
"or ever! No; for we ſhall meet again, 
And live like gods, tho now we die like men, 
In the eternal regions, where juſt ſpirits dwell. 
VII. 
The foul, unable longer to maintain 
The fruitleſs and unequal ſtrife, 
Finding her weak endeavours vain, 
To keep the cou of life ; 
By ſlow degrees retires to the heart, 
And fortifies that little fort 
With all the kind artillery of art ; 


4. 


Botanic legions guarding ev ry port. 


5 WB 


* 


But death, whoſe arms no mortal can repel, 
A formal ſiege diſdains to lay, 
Summons his fierce battalions to the fray, 
And in a minute ſtorms the feeble citadel. 
Sometimes we may capitulatc, and he 
Pretends to make a ſolid peace, 
But tis all ſham, all artifice ; 
That we may negligent and careleſs be: 
For if his armies are withdrawn to day, 
And we believe no danger near, 
But all is peaceable, and all is clear, 
His troops return ſome unſuſſ way; 
While in the ſoft embrace of ſleep we lye, 
The ſecret murd”rers ſtab us, and we die. 
VIII. 
Since our ſirſt parents fall, 
Inevitable death deſcends on all, 
A portion none of human race can miſs; 
But that which makes it fweet, or bitter, is 
The fears of miſery, or certain hopes of bliſs > 
For when th' impenitent and wicked die, 
Loaded with crimes and infamy, 
If any ſenſe at that fad time remains, 
They feel amazing terrors, mighty pains, 
The earneſt of that vaſt 1 woe, 
Which they to all ity muſt un 0; 
Confin'd 0 bel with everlaſting —— 
Infernal ſpirits hover in the air, 
Like rav'nous wolves, to ſeize upon 
And hurry the departed fouls aw 
To the dark receptacles of deſpair: | 
Where they muſt dwell till that tremendous day, 
When the loud trump ſhall call them to appear 
Before a judge moſt terrible, and moſt ſevere: 
By whoſe juſt ſentence they muſt go 
To everlaſting pains, and endleſs woe. 
IX 


But the good man, whoſe ſoul is pure, 
| Vnſpotted, regular, and free 
From all the ugly ſtains of luſt, and villany, 
| Of mercy, and of pardon ſure, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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the prey, 
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To make our peace with heav'n, or to return again. 


1 
Looks thro' the darkneſs of the gloomy night, 
And ſees the dawning of a glorious day ; 

Secs crouds of angels ready to convey 
His ſoul, whene'er ſhe takes her flight, 

To the ſurprizing manſions of immortal li 4 

Then the celeſtial guards around him 

Nor ſuffer the black dzmons of the air 

T' oppoſe his paſſage to the promis'd land: 

Or terrify his thoughts with wild deſpair ; 
But all is calm within, and all without is fair. 

His prayer, his charity, his virtues preſs 

To plead for mercy, when he wants it moſt ; 

Not one of all the happy number's loſt ; 

And thoſe bright advocates ne'er want ſucceſs. 

But when the ſoul's releas'd from dull mortality, 

She paſſes up in triumph thro” the sky; 
Where ſhe's united to a glorious throng 
Of angels, who with a celeſtial ſo 

Congratulate her conqueſt 8 flies along. 


If therefore all muſt quit the ſtage, 
When or how ſoon we cannot know, 
But late or early, we are ſure to go; 
In the freſh bloom of youth, or wither'd age; 
We cannot take too ſedulous a care, 
In this important, grand affair. 
For as we die, we mult remain ; 
Hereafter all our hopes are vain, 


The heathen, who no better underſtood 
Than what the light of nature taught, declar'd 
No future miſery cou'd be d 
For the ſincere, the merciful, the ; 
But, if there was a ſtate of reſt, 
They ſhou'd with the ſame happineſs be bleſt, 
As the immortal gods, if gods there were, poſſeſt. 
We have the promiſe of eternal truth, 
Thoſe who live well, and pious paths purſue, 
e ee 
'em expire in or youth 
Can never nh . : 
Their way to everlaſting blis : 


„ 
But from a world of miſery and care, 
To manſions of eternal eaſe repair: 
Where joy in full ion flows, 
No interruption, no ceflation knows, 
But in a mighty circle round for ever goes. 
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FRIENDSHIP in Perſedtion. By the Chevalier 
Raus Av, author of the Travels of CYRUS. 


Philander. 
E glowing ſeraphs that now breathe above, 

In that pure el'ment of untainted love, 
Where claſping round each other ye're entwin'd, 
As if ye were but one compounded mind ; 

Can ye ftoop down to tell me what's the name 
Of that pure love which in your orb does flame ? 
Ist ever here below, or all above 
Can mortal paſſions fuel ſuch a lote ? 
Strephon. 
Can mortal paſſions fuel ſuth a love! 
What means my dear PHILANDER thus to rove ! 
Rip up, untwine my foul, and then you'll ſee 
What 1 N ſtreams of friendſhip 77 thro' me; 
Unravel this my foul, and then you'll know, 
That love can find another way to flow, 
Than in feraphic chanels : here's the ſoul 
That moves in frĩiendſhip's orb without controul. 
| bilander. | 
Words ſpoke with ſuch a paſſion do diſplay 
A foul pegg d over high that cannot ſtay 
On ſuch a bended ſtretch : the tide's too high, 
*T will burſt the banks ere lang, and ſoon run dry. 
| Strephon. 
i My love's my foul, and that from fate is free: 
| "Tis that unchang'd and deathleſs part of me. 
. ſtands ſecure ; the Pow'rs above 
Muſt firit annihilate my ſoul, and then my love. 
Philander. 
But ah! dear STxEpHON, granting this were true, 
It won't be long ere death part me ou. 
By what mark then ſhall we each other know, 
When ſtript to naked fouls we leave this ball . 
| , dre 
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Strephon. 
I'll tell thee what I'll do, ſhould fate deny 
To let me take thee with me when I die; 
I will ſuſpend my blits, not wing away 
Unto the ſeats of that eternal day: 
But leſt that I ſhould loſe thee in the croud, 
Stop ſhort of heav'n, I'd wait thee in a cloud. 
Philander. 
Oh no! dear STREP HON, that you cannot do, 
Your guardian angels won't ſuch ſtops allow : 
The Chorus that's above will long to ſee 
A ſoul like yours Yaccent their harmony. 
Strephon, + 
Well, granting it were ſo, I'd ſteal away 
When they diſſolv'd in Hallelujahs lay: 
Yes, lip beyond the ſkreen, leave their bleſt company, 
Forlake the ſeraphs to converſe with thee. 
Thus turtle-like to my dear mate III fly, 
And down before thee in the ſun- beams play. 
Then teaching thee all that I learn'd above, 
Anent the ſeraphs friendſhip and their love; | 
I'd charm thy foul, it ſhould take wing and fly 
Beyond the dull confiuements of the ſky, 8 
And turn all light, all love, as well as I. 


2 


Divine FRIENDSHIP. By the fame author. 


EARY'D of earth and all its empty joys, 

Its vain amuſements and tumultous noiſe ; 
Diſguſted of this world and all below, 
I ſought ſome lonely ſhade to vent my woe : 
I wander'd long, and ran from plain to plain, 
Ere the bleſt retirement could obtain. 
Breathleſs at laſt and ſpent, I ſpy d a cave, 
Dark as my thoughts, and ſilent as the grave. 
Thither with ſighs I bent my feeble pace, 
And, bending down, lay on my face. 
Then with repeated groans I thus began 
To vent my priefs, juſt like the dying ſwan. 

O SOVEREIGN beauty, boundleſs ſource of love, 

From thee I'm ſprung, to thee again I move, 


Like 
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Like ſome ſmall gleam of light, ſome feeble ray, 
That loſt itſelf by wand'ring from the day; 
Or ſome eclips'd, ſome faint and ſtraggling beam, 
That fain would wreſtle back from whence it came. 
So I, poor baniſh'd I, oft ſtrive to flee 
Thro this dark maze of nothing up to Thee. 
But ah! the way's too ſteep, th' aſcent too high, 
For pinions clogg'd with dull mortality : 
That tho I clap my wings and ſtrive with pain, 
Yet ſtill I flutter and fall down again. 
Like ſome ſmall purling riv'lct on the way, 
That chides and murmurs 'cauſe it went ns 
That creeps and glides and wanders o'er the plain, 
And thinks at laſt to wreſtle back again. 
But ah! ſome rocky path, ſome craggy way 
Retards its metion, and commands its ſtay. 
iſnt and ſtopt it wanders here and there, 
And on its flinty couch drops down a tear : 
Then ſighs and wiſhes that ſome kinder rill, 
Some friendly ſtream would its dry channels fill, 
— 8 a= their ebbing tide 
ght be renew 9 f 
D —— — — 
So E pant for a virtuous friend, 

Whoſe embraces might ſome comfort lend; 
_—_ all — and * with love, : 

he might my dim light to tap'ripg flames improve 
A pure, a ſweet, a conſtant oy mind, ; 
From all the baſer of vice reſinꝰd; 
— W = th * 

w m into reſt. 

Like — — 
And mixing fouls with fouls together join 
How ni then would all our motions be, 
When with united ſtrokes we fail'd to Thee? 
Like two ſmall murm'ring ſtreams how would we glide, 
Au t each others — {well the tide, 
And claſpt together run, ſtill forward move, 
Till we were loft in Thee the ſource of love! 
How would we dye in ſome cloſe ſilent prove, 
Breathing to keay'n, and all diſſoly'd in love 
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No baſer paſſions ſhould our calms moleſt, 
No crim'nal muddy thoughts invade our breaſt. 
Our pureſt love ſhould blaze fo bright a flame, 
That ev'n in heav'n they might be till the ſame. 
Our harmleſs dove-like ſouls would fo embrace, 
That we might gaze on love's majeſtic face ; 
Look up to heaven and ſay, behold us here, 
How pure's our friendſhip, how ſerene and clear 
Tis not a bait for ſin, no artifice | 
To vail our luſts, or to incenſe our vice. 
How would we far from earth's vain noiſe and ſtrife, 
Drag ſoftly round this pond'rous chain of life ? 
Thro' all its changing ſcenes how ſhould we move, 
Unchang'd and undivided in our love! 
When black-brow'd tempelts ſhould begin to frown, 
And toſs our leaky veſſel up and down, 
Then how would we, without envy or ſtrife, 
By turns lye ſweating at the pump of life ! | 
Now he, then I, ſhould tug the painful oar, 3 
Till ſome kind blaſt ſhould caſt us on the ſhore. 
Again, when all the ſtorms were lull'd aſleep, 
And the huſh'd waves lay flatted o'er the deep; 
Then we ſhould ſteer our courſe ſerenely on, 
Till the ſpent grains of our long glaſs were done. 
At laſt when Thou ſhould ſtrike and give the blow, 
Beat down this cottage, call us from below, 
How would we kiis thy hand aifd bid thee pierce us 

That we might be unfetter'd and ſet free  [thro), 
From all the clogs that keep us down from Thee ? 
O! had I ſuch a friend, ſuch a ſeraphic mate, 
How happy would I be ! how bleſt my fate 
*Tis true, could I with pleaſure upward move 
To Thee my beſt of friends, my life, my love; 
I would not court ſuch helps, I would not care 
Tho! all were deſarts, and no comforts near. 
But ah! ſince thou cannot converſe with me, 
While at ſuch diſtance I'm remoy'd from Thee: 8 
While thus impure and ſunk in milery, 
I bend and grone beneath mortality. 
O! therefore grant, O! don't my with controul, 
Bur let me have ſome pure, ſome virtuous ſoul, 

3 | 
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That we may burn together, both together flame 2 
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The Tew'ring W I'S H. By the ſame Author. 


G OD, filence my paſſions, calm their noiſe ; 
Then ſpeak within, and let thy heav'aly voice 
Breathe on my foul, in filent whiſpers ſhow 

What reaſon's puny pratting ne er can do. 

Renew, refine my temper, and impart 

A ſoſt and gentle ſweetneſs to my heart; 

All infant-like, a plain ingenuous mind 

"That's not by ſly nor ſubtile arts reſin d. 

Give me a heart which pure humility 

Hath pierc'd, and cruſh'd, and turn'd from all that's high; 
A heart which penitence hath broken fo, | ? 


Hath levelÞ'd to the duſt, and funk fo low 

That down beneath the meaneſt it can bow. 

A heart all filFd with love, whoſe flame aſcends 
Firſt up to Thee, then turns and downward bends 
To all thoſe infant fimple fouls that be 

Diſſoly'd and purg'd in the fame flames with me; 
A heart that's all ſubmiſſive, calm and ſweet, 
And with a heav'nly mildneſs fo replete 
"That no croſs ſelf · will d ſtiffneſs it can ſhow, 

But all its own deſires {till break and bow. 

A heart whoſe outward vipilance declares 

Its inward labours, ſecret ſweats and cares; - 
A heart whoſe iprightly motions upward ſhow 
How bright its flame, how ſwift its paſſions flow ; 
A ſober modeſt heart, from bluſt ring free, 
Whoſe ſteady motions ſoft and filent be. 

A heart that's ſtript of all, which nought can move, 
But only thou and thy diviner love. ; 

This is the utmoſt height of my deſires, 

The tow'ring wiſh to which my ſoul aſpires ; 
Theſe are my laſt requeſts, O let me have - 
What with ſuch ardent paſſionate ſighs I crave. 
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] ask it not for any thing in me, 
Or any thing I am, that's not my plea ; 
But only what thou art, and what I find in thee. 
Thou art my Father, ſource, original, 
My friend, my ſpoule, my ſaviour, and my all. 
I'm ſprung from thee, a ſmall, a little ſtream, 
A faint reſemblance, and a borrowed beam. 
Yea, which is more, I'm honoured thus to be 
Thy fon, thy darling, and a part of thee, 
A never-fading and immortal rays 
A ſcene whereon thou wilt thy love diſplay, f 
And act eternal pleaſures in the ſeats of day: 
A foul for whom thou left theſe orbs above, 
Suffer'd, and dy'd, and all to gain my love. 
My God, my God, O let thy pow'r divine 
Conquer this vain this rebel heart of mine. 
The world, the fleſh, and Satan rage in me, 
O break their force, and then triumphant be. 
O ſuff ring life of Chriſt, ye cruel pains and death 
That crown'd the tragic ſcene, and ſtopt his breath; 
Come triumph o'er- my ſoul in every part, 
Thro' all the hidden corners of my heart. 
Kill, wound, deſtroy, let me a victim lye, 
Martyr'd and lain with Chriſt, then panting dis: 
Transform'd into his death, thus I'll receive 
By death a nobler life than what I have. | 
Jes s, that heavenly life, that lite divine, : 


hall then deſtroy and make this life decline, 
This criminal i us life of mine. 
Then ſhall my ſpotleſs eagle-ſoul, (et free 
From all its groſineſs and impurity, 
Take wing and ſoar, and tilt purſue the flight, 
Till it be loſt and ſwallowed up ia light. 
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The INTRO DUCTION to an Elegy. By the ſame. 


OU LD theſe pure ſouls that once are wafted o'er 
Thro' Earth's tempeſtuous ſtorms to yonder ſhore, 
Look back and ſee what paſſions fill our mind, 
When they ſet fail and leave us here behind; 
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How would they ſmile to know what tears we ſhed, 
What moans and fighs we vent for them when dead ? 
"Tis as if they who float along the main, 

Tos d and retoſs'd, but can't the harbour gain, 
Should pity thoſe they ſaw blown ſafely oer, 
Free from the ſtorms, and caſt upon the ſhore. 
Well then, dear foul, ſince death hath been to thee 
But a ſoft eaſy leap from miſery ; | 
A ſweet remove from darkneſs, griefs and pain, 
To endleſs joy and bliſs, I ſhan't complain. 
No, I ſhall mourn no more, that cruel death - 
Has cut the thread too ſoon and ſtopt thy breath. 
Only allow me to fit by thy þearlſe, 
And thus in fable weed, and mournful verſe, 
Employ that chryſtal juice I ſhould have wept for thee, 
To write in briny tears this mournful elegy. 

Ye ſons of Earth, ye champions for vice, 

That talk of virtue as an artifice, | 
Come here, and tee its power and beautics too, 
And what its pure and native force can do. 
Ye baſe degen'rate minds, whom hell cajoles, 
To fink in ſenſe and fleſh your heav'n-born ſouls ; 
Come learn to give your love ſome nobler flights, 
And tune your paſſions to ſeraphic heights. 
All ye who talk, that virtue's force is mall, 
While we're inclos'd within this earthen ball ; 
Glance o'er theſe mournful notes, and they'll diſplay 
What heaven ſometimes hath done when lodg'd in clay. 
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Two FRIENDS partingę at DEATH. By the ſame, 


Strephon. - "2 ; 
H! courteous death, one minute more allow, 
Ah! ſtop thy hand, and don't ſtrike home the blow; 

Or if my tears may not procure thy ſtay, , i 

Then at one tug pull both our ſou!s away. 

Like two fond turtles we on earth did live, 

And ſhall death part us now ? muſt I ſurvive !? 

Ah no! ah oo! P11 hold his parting foul, * 
Tu ſuck it back, thy motions Ill controul. ** 
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neu d to charm ber foul to reſt. 
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With am'rous claſps I'll hug and graſp him fo, a ; 


I'll mix my foul with his, thou ſhalt not know 
At whom to level thy vindictive blow. 


Philander. 
Alas! it will not do. Ah! we mult part, 
Cold death begins to ſeize my * room 
The fatal minute's nigh, fain wou'd I ſtay ; 


But ah! my ſtruggling ſoul is call'd away. 
Strephon. 

Relentleſs death ! alas, what haſt thou done, 
To part us two, and leave me here alone 
He hath loos'd anchor, I ſtand on the ſhore, 
And ſigh and groan, and call to waft me o er. 
But ah! thou wilt not hear! 

Philander's Gheſt. y 
What mean ſuch moans ? why do you court my ſtay ? 
Why thus retard and ſtop me on the way? 
I haſte, I haſte, I mount and wing above, 
To the bright fountain, the bright ſource of love. 
"Tis there we'll meet, tis there we ſhall entwine ; 0 


Tis there our loving fouls ſhall cloſe combine; 
And death ſhall never more our loves disjoin. 


— 
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A paſtoral ELEGY upon the death of LUCIND A, 
by way of dialogue betwixt CLogis and SYLVIA, 


By the ſame. 


Prologue. | 
ENEATH the covert of a lonely ſhade, 
A place for tears and lamentation made, 

The mournful Cloris lay and wept alone, 4 
Helpleſs ſhe wept, to all, but heav'n, unknown. | 
Fair Sy/via paſt that way, and heard her cries, 

melting groans, and her ſighs: 
With ſoft compaſſion mov d, ſtreight ſhe drew near 
To view the mournful n that languiſh'd there; 
Surpriz'd ſhe ſtood to ſee her darling mate, | 3 
The lovely Cloris thus diſconſolate; 1 
Then with fweet ſmiles ſhe lean d upon her breaſt, 
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Sylvia. | 
Why thus in tears, why thus diſſolv'd with greet, 
Eſtrang'd from all that can afford relief ? 

Why wander'd from the plain theſe many days, 

_ Your * thus o erſpread with fading bays ; 

Wdile all the virgin-nymphs, in joyful throngs, 

By yonder ſtreams accent their rural ſongs ! 

Their tender flocks with bleeting notes combine, 

And pleaſant birds in ſofter warbles join ; 

Thus harmoniz'd, without envy or la, 

They fweetly thiak away the cares of life. 

How can you then, hid in this ſilent grove, 

Still ſhun their chaſte embraces and their love ? 

Tell me, my deareſt Claris, let me know | 
as: has made thee ſo ? 

EI oris. c 
Lucinda's dead: ah ! I can add no more, | 
The killing wound renews, augments my fore. 

, | i Sylvia. | 
Lucinda dead ! alas, what do I hear ! 

What fatal voice is this that ſtrikes my ear ? 
Lucinda, lovely nymph, yet cruel too, 
Since you allow'd me not to die with you ! 

Hadſt thou been kind, and told me of thy fate, 
Our fouls ſhould not have been long ſeparate. 
With cloſe embrace we ſhould have fo entwin'd, 

As to appear but one compounded mind : | 

That envious death ſhould got the diff rence know, 

But have transfix'd us both at the ſame blow. 

Weep on, dear Cloris, mourn, and mourning tell 

The beauties of that * we lov'd ſo well. 

| oris. 

The theme's too high, my feeble ſtrings in vain 

Attempt fo lofty, fo advanc'd a ſtrain: 

Without, within, ſuch heav'nly luſtres ſhine, 

As prov'd her whole compoſure all divine. + 
Thoſe comely Jooks, foft ſmiles, that charming grace, 

And virgin-bluſh which ſparkled in her face; 
That mild addreſs, chaſte mien, and modeſt air, 
Each wandering ſweetneſs ſcati red here and there 
Thro' her fair mould, in all their bloom and art, 
Were but faipt eqablems of that nobler part 
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Which lodg'd within, whoſe beauties were unknown, 
Conceal'd * all, ſeen _ gods alone, | 
ylvia. 
O yes! her ſoul ſhone with a brighter flame, 
Than all the charms of her external frame : 
Urania's darling, ſhe whoſe pureſt fires | 
Enkindled in her breaſt refin'd defires : 1 
For by the goddeſs led to ſilent groves, 
She felt EH lian joys, celeſtial loves : 
Thoſe made her long for that exalted height, 
Which is beyond the reach of mortal fight. 
Hence ſhe began to fly the noiſy plain, : 
And all its pure delights, as too profane, | 
Theſe rural ſongs, ſoft notes, and youthful joy, 
Wherewith her fellow nymphs their pipes employ, 
No longer had their wonted reliſh here, 
Urania's name ſtill charming in her ear. \ 
And hence her foul was ſtampt with charms divine, 
Whoſe ſplendors, now unvail'd, no more decline, 
But make the lovely * thro all EHHuum ſhine, 
loris. 
Yes, now ſhe lives in thoſe bleſt ſeats of light, 
Far rais'd above theſe gloomy ſhades of night : 
A bright attendant of Urania's train, 
Advanc'd above all griefs 3 7 tears, and pain. 
via. 
But ah! dear Cloris, 8 cruel death 
At firſt began to ſtop her roſy breath: 
Why time advanc'd with ſuch a wingy ſpeed, 
To tell th' unwelcome news, Lucinde's dead! 
| | Gly is. 
Down by the banks of an impetuous flood, 
Whoſe riſing waves inſult the neighb'ring wood, 
The lovely ſhepherdeſs travers'd the rocks, 
In queſt of her ſtray'd lambs and wand'ring flocks. 
But as ſhe try'd to wreſtle up again, 
2 ſteep ae her tender ancles ſtrain. 2 
rom this {light wound, life did a- pace decay, | 
And the ſpent tide by little ebb'd N 5 
means were try d to ſtop th' invading ſore, 
But heav'n decrecd that nothing ſhould reſtore. . 
4 EOS J 4. 
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* ( 6 ) 
What do I hear? ah ! how could heav'n allow. 
Invidious death fo ſoon to give the blow ? 
How could the gods pals this ſevereſt doom, 
To cruſh the bloſs ming flower juſt in its vernal bloom? 
| ris. 
Ah! Sylvia, don't you know, the powers above 
[| Saw ſhe was fit for that bright ſtate of love? 
[| The bounteous deities were not ſevere, 
i For ſhe had finiſh'd her great errand here. 
| 


You've heard, dear Sylvia, that this mortal ſtate 
Is wiſely choſen and ordain'd by fate, 
That we therein, by pureſt virtues, may, 
our ſouls for thoſe bleſt ſeats of day. 
Yes, we're conſin d to theſe dark ſhades of woe, 
That finding no true bliſs, nor joys below, 
Urania's beauties may inveſt our heart, 
Triumph o'er all its ne ery part: 
And when thus — in love divine, 
Maſt yonder ſparkling lights we're made to ſhine. 
In this, Lucinda all —_ , a: 
Diſpatch'd the deſign of life ſo 
That the fair 3 had ſcarce to live begun, 
When the great bus neſs of her life was done. 
The Gods, who would not now her ſtay, | 
Uncag'd ber foul from this wretch'd ball of clay 
Then, fluttering, ſhe _—_ __ and wing'd away. 
YyiUla, | E 
| Midſt all the ſtarry which gild the night, 
| Metkinks I now behold a farkling light, 
| Whoſe virgin-bloom and modefbluſh declare, 
| That chaſte Lucinda is qanſplanted there, 
contlclaion inks, tho ſmall, 
Yes, in yon ion bright, 
Which mortals by the name of Virgo call, 
"Tis there ur darling fellow mat doth 
"Tis our darli ow mate rei 
Lucinda, ab ! — we don't grieve * 
That ** art dead, but that we iy bp 
When t gone, that we ſhould behind, 
be with thee to naked mind. | 
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The FAREWELL, By the ſame. 
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H! muſt we part! ah! muſt we bid adieu 
O then farewel, a long farewel to you, 

F11 never ſee thee more, I'll take one leave, 

This is the laſt rencounter _ we'll have. 

Perhaps we ſhan't each other ſee, 

While thus enclos'd in balls of clay; 

But when our lab'ring ſouls get free, 

We'll meet in thoſe oh ſeats of day. 


Ah, no! even there we can't each other ſee, 
Your tow'ring ſoul will mine fo far out - fle. 
With nimble ſtrokes you'll ſoar and fail the ſkies, 
That are too bright, too 0 Was for mine eyes. 


But granting that it ſhould be ſo, 

I cou'd not there for ever ſtay : 

We're finite ſtill, and ſuch, you know, 
Cannot abide a conſtant a” 


Yes, ſure ſometimes we muſt our faces vail, 
Stoop and confeſs that we're too weak, too frail 
To bear thoſe ſplendid and full beaming rays, 
With conſtant open and — eyes. 


Well then, while the celeſtial train 

In low proſtrations thus do fall, 

Tho' ne'er ſo high I'd turn again, 

And fink and bow beneath them all. 

Here we ſhall meet, and here Pll cry, - 
What think you, dear, what think you now, 
Of all the pain and milery, 

The penance that we had __ 

Farewel, O then farewel, dear faint, adieu ; 


Aud when you're gone, mind what you've promis d now. 


e 


4 Paſtoral P O E M. By the ſame. 


Merein, under the name Strephon, (or the converted 
foul) diſguſted of his old amours with Colinelia, (er 
the world) and going inqueſt of the nabler beauty U- 
rania, (or the ſupreme goed.) is repreſented the triumph 
of the virtuous foul over its paſſions, the love of the 
eworld, and all inferior things. . 


Pathetas, or the Paſſions, 

HY, Strephon, why departed from the plains ? 
Why thus eſtrang d to all thy neidb'ring ſwaius? 

Why in ſuch midnight ſhades, ſuch ſilent groves, 

While they enjoy the fair Co/melia's loves: 

Where are thole ſprightly looks, that am'rous glance, 

Whereby thou charm'd the nymph when in the dance ? 

Where are the laurels ſhe weav'd for thy head, 

When *midſt thy rivals thou the triumph led ? 

Where are thoſe ſpreading looks that-us'd to fly, 

And waving o'er thy ſhowy ſhoulders lay? yt 

Where are thoſe ſweet perfumes, that balmy ſcent, 

Which from thy head in ſtreaming odours went? 

What has untun'd the pipe that us'd to move, > 


And in ſuch bluſhing gentle whiſpers ſtrove, 
To warble out the fair Cœſinelia s love? 
In ſhort, ſince all that's am'rous, brisk and gay, 
Pleaſant and charming, fince that's all away; 
Tell me from whence this mighty change doth flow ? 
What ſtrange reverſe e has made thee fo ? 
l trepbon. | 

Diſſolv'd in tears, all in this able hue, 
I mourn that e er Co/melia's loves I knew. 

| Pathetas. 
Ah! could ſhe prove unkind, could ſhe diſdain 
Strephon's embraces, then might you complain; 
But ſtill ſhe loves, her paſſion's {till the ſame, 
And ev'n your abſence does augment the flame. 

Strephon. 

Silence, fond youth, for now I've learn'd to know, 
Her ſmiles were noxious, and her joys my woe; 


$ 
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Fach look was fatal, and each kiſs. a dart, 

That pierc'd my foul, and ſtung me to the heart. 
Pathetas. 

I've juſt now left the fields, and heard the noiſe 

Of fair Co/mel/ia, and the mournful voice | 

Of all the wand' ring nymphs that rang'd the plains, 

Paſs d and repals'd thro' all the joyful ſwains, 

Still groaning forth this note, Ah! is he gone ! 

Is Strephon loſt ! Is Strephon thus undone ! 

Ah! can he now diſdain Cæſmelia's charms, 

And live fo long a ſtranger to her arms? 

Thus wand'ring thro” the plains they vent their moans, 

While all the echoing woods reſound their groans. 


And can you yet believe that ſhe's your foe, . 
Whoſe am'rous plaints ſuch height of paſſion ſhow ! 
Strephon. 


Yes, ſtill ſhe loves, and till the more ſhe loves, 
Still ſhe more noxious and more hurtful proves: 
Ah ! happy I, had ſhe been ftill unkind, 

Had ſhe with ſcorn, my am'rous ſuits declin'd ; 
Had ſhe, with low'ring frowns veil'd all hey face, 
Diſdain'd my ſighs, and ſhun'd my fond embrace. 
For now 1 lee that all her gaudy charms 

Were but enchanted ſhows, and real harms. 

Oh! cruel nymph, thy loves had I ne'er known, 

I had not been thus fetter'd and ty'd down; 

With nimble ſtrokes, I could have wing'd above, 
And known, and ſeen that beauty whom I love. 
But now, involv'd in miſts, I wand'ring ſtray, 

And fear, at every ſtep, to loſe my way. 

Urania, Oh Urania! hear my groans, 
Compaſſionate my griefs, regard my moans. 

Long have I ſtray'd in this dark mazeof night, 

And chas'd a phantom that deceiv'd my ſight. 
When firſt I rov'd, thou call dſt and bad'ſt me ſtay, 
But I regardleſs ſtill fpur'd on my way. 

Thou oft renew dſt the check, and ſtopt my courſe ; 
Impatient I Hill ſpurn'd, and turn'd the worſe. 
Long thou purſu'd({t, {till 1 thy ſuits declin'd, 

And {till the more thou loy'dſt, the more I was unkind. 
Thus wretch'd and treach'rous I did faithlefs prove, 
To all the ſileut whiſpers of thy love. 


_ 


„ 
But now my heart relgnts, I die with pain, 
To think that e er I could thy love diſdain: 
Enrag'd againſt my (elf, I wand'ring go 
Thro all the ſilent groves, and vent my woe; 
Calling to each ſmall ſhrub, and lofty tree, 
Ah! will Crania hear and pity me! 
| Coſmelia. 
What mournful notes are theſe that touch my car, 
Is't Strephon, or ſome phantom that I hear ? 
Ah! ſtop, dear youth, and do not ſcorn my crics ; 
Once more regard the rhet'ric of mine eyes. 
The chryſtal drops that from theſe fountains flow, 
And down my checks inroly channels go, 
Proclaim my love, my height of paſſion ſhow. 
Strephon. 
I ſcorn your tears, in vain you court my ſtay : 
A nobler object calls my foul away. 
Cofmelia. 

Are theſe the juſt returns for all my care, 
For all the am'rous ſweets I did prepare; 
When thou lay claſp'd, encloſed in my arms, 
And thy fond fovl was raptur'd with my charms: *? 
Remind how oft on yonder diſtant plains, 
When with diſdainful frowns I pals'd the ſwains, 
With what ſoft melting ſmiles I glanc'd on thee, 
And thou return'd the look with ecſtaſie. 
Remind theſe roſy walks, theſe flow'ry ſhades, 
Where we fo oft repos'd our am'rous heads. 
Remind theſe gentle ſtreams whereon we lay, 
And bath'd and ſported out the toils of day : 
While all the bloſs ming train perfum'd the grove, 
And in ſweet balmy whiſpers bade us love. : 
Remind how oft, on yonder filent groves, 
I call'd on Strephon to enjoy my loves; 
With what fierce leaps you ſprung into the place, 
And thy rapt ſoul flew out in each embrace. 
Remind all this, and then, dear Strepbon, tell 
Why you'd torment the nymph you lov'd fo well ? 

Strepbon. 
While with ſuch fondneſs I purſu'd thy love, 
A nobler flame could not my paſſions move ; 
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I ſtoop'd and bow'd, and baſely was enſlay'd ; 
But (till thy magic charms I ne'er d. 
The pois nous ſtreams that darted from thine eyes 
Still dimm'd my fight, and mask'd my miſeries: 
Thy joys did ſurfeit and debaſe my foul, 
And all its nobler flights of love controul: 
That charming Fair, which heav'n deſign'd for me, 
Poor wretched I, contemn'd, and all for thee. 
Drunk with love's magic potion I did run, 
And roving mad, Urania's beauty ſhun. 
But now feel, I feel the heav'nly dart 
Has reach'd my foul at laſt, and pierc'd my heart. 
O! then, thou baſe enchantreſs of my mind, 
Be gone, be gone, and pet thee far behind. 
Coſmelia, (to her nymphs.) 
See how he ſcorns my ſmiles, diſdains my loves, 
And with yhat eager flights he foreward moves. 
I'll yet advance, and all my charms diſplay, 
And try once more if I can court his ſtay. 
Mean time tune up your ſtrings, advance in pairs, 
And melt his ſoul with foft and am'rous airs ; 
Diſcloſe your balmy ſtores, let odours fly, 
And with perfumed ſcents deluge the ſky. 
The wanton ſtreams which on yon plains you ſee, 
Break down their banks, and let them all go free ; 
Cut out new channels, let all riv'lets glide, 
Meet and concentre, make a chryſtal tide 
Juſt where the youth doth run ; and if he ſtay, 
Beneath his fect ſweet flow'rs and roſes lay. 
Then all with wanton ſmiles begin the dance; 
And while you play before him, I'll advance. 
Pathetas, 
Dear Strephon ſtop, Coſmelia does purſue, 
And Paradiſe is open'd to your view. 
O do not ſhun a heav'n, a preſent bliſs, 
For ſome far diſtant plealures after this. 
Strephon. 
All's but amuſement, and a gilded ſhow ; 
And when the charm's unmask'd, you'll find it ſo. 
a P at hetas . 
Can what we handle, joys that we perceive, 
Delights we taſte and my our ſenſe deceive e: 
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No ſure: or if they could, what then? if pleaſures flow 
From hugging phantons, graſping at a ſhow, 
The matter's {till the ſame ; we taſte a bliſa, 
And what would you have more than happineſs ? 
8 Strephon. | 
Did I no more than joys and ſweets purſue 
Had I n» nobler object in my view; 
That charming beauty whom I long to ſee, 
In every look could dart a heav'n to me. 
But ah ! tis more than bliis to which I move, 
*Tis ſomething more divine I mean to love. 
Cofmelia's nymphs. 
Surpriſing ! ſtrange ! he ſcorns Pathetas' cries, 
And with diſdain Cœſinelia's love he flies! 
In vain we ſtop his flights, or court his ſtay, 
Since with ſuch eagerleaps he ſprings away. 
Well turn again, and let Cofmelia Low 
How much he hates, how much he is her foe. 
 Cofmelia, (to them returning.) 
Ah! have you charm'd his ſtay, or does he prove 
As yet untouch'd, regardleſs of my love? 
Oh! can he ſtill my ſoft embraces fly ? 
Tell me, oh! tell me; tell me, elſe I dye. 
| Nymphbs. | 
Yes, {till he ſcorns your tears, he's ſtill unkind, 
And all your am'rous ſuits he has declin'd. 
He won't one look, one tranſient glance beſtow 
On all the joyful ſcenes we've opened now. 
We tun'd our ſtrings, and, in ſoft melting ſtrains, 0 


Told what bleſt raptures the tranſported ſwains 

Feel in your loves on yonder diſtant plains. 

We mounted {til the note, aud rais'd our voice, 

The diſtant woods {till echoing back the noiſe; 

With ſweet ſoft flowing numbers fill'd the skies, 

Enough to melt his foul int' ecſtaſies. 

Each note breath'd rapture, and each quiv'ring ſound, 

- Each trembling ſhake was with ſuch beauty crown'd, 
That all the wingy train ſtopt on their way, 

And down before us in the ſun- beams lay. | | 

Charm'd with the melting notes they heard us play, > 

Then mounting all on high, they join'd in pairs, 

And ſtrove to match us with harmonious airs. | 

Still 
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Still as we ſung, ſtill they renew'd their art, 
And in ſoft warbles play d the counter- part. 
Nature did all her harmouies beſtow, 
And a new paradiſe was opened now. . 
Loud whiſtling winds Ce/melia's ſighs convey'd, 
And in high treble notes her loves diſplay'd; 
While gentler ſtreams glide lofily ca their way, 
And a grave h, in murmuring ſonnets play. 
Each roſy morn new ſcenes we did prepare, 
And all our virgin-fancies acted there; 
And when the fable dark return'd the night, 
We wanton'd round, and play'd before his ſight, 
We follow'd (till, {till he his flights renew'd, 
And ſtill the more he ran, the faſter we purſu'd. 
Breathleſs and ſpent at laſt, he ſtopt his pace, 
And, bending down, lay proſtrate on his face : 
Then with looks bended upward he began, 
Thus to lament, juſt like the dying ſwan. 

« Urania, ah! Urania lend an ear F 
© To thy poor panting lover proſtrate here; 
«© Revive my fainting foul, regard my moans, 
« My dying ſighs, and my repeated groans. 
« Oh! ſhall Coſmelia yet triumphant be, i 
« And raviſh this poor ſtruggling heart from thee ? 
e Oh! no, oh! no, O rather ſtop my breath, ; { 
* And let me fink into the arms of death, \ 
« *Ere ſhe embrace my ſoul, ere ought my paſſions move, 
« But only thou and thy diviner love! | 
Scarce had he ſpoke, when fetter'd arrows fly, 
And winged darts encount ring in the {ky 
Struck down the warb'ling throng, pierc'd thro' their 
And drown'd in dying ſhrieks their ſofter notes. [throats 
But ah! what ſhall we fay? this was not all, 
We ſaw the poor Pathetas allo fall 
A victim to a fierce and cruel dart, | 
That ſheath'd itſelf into his panting heart. 
Wallowing in gore he lay, till from the wound 
His fainting ſoul gaſp'd out upon the — 
We, fearing the fate, began to fly, 
And let our ſilent harps neglected lye ; 
And now we're; ſcarce eſcap'd to let thee know 
T he diſmal ſtory, W of woe. 
a E's 2 
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® Ceſmelia. 
Plagues and deſtruction ſeize his 2 ſoul, 
That thus can ſcorn my charms, my loves controul. 


Too long, too long with ſmiles I did purſue; 

I'll try what vengeance and my wrath can do. 

In floods of torments I'll deluge his foul, 

And in a thouſand hells Pl make him roul. 

Go ſummon Demon, and the ſtygian rovt 

To muſter here ; and as they wreſtle out 

From their infernal dens, with roring ſound, 

Let all the rocks their bellowing noiſe reſound; 

Then burſt and break, in forked lightnings fly, 

And overſpread the place where he does lye. | 

The tortur'd youth, thus ſtruck, thall grov'ling ſprauh, 

And then on every hand for ſuccour call. 

See that ye lend him none; but let his ſoul 

Amidft the furious ſtorms thus toſs and roul. 

Sce that his tears do not your wrath appeaſe, 

But wound and cruſh him ; let him have no eaſe. 

Starve him with wants, plague him with poverty, 

and rack his tortur'd breaſt with infamy. 

Pierce, pierce him thro'; ſtrike home, repeat the blow, 
And ſtill the more you ſtrike, more cruel grow. 

Let all his outward toils and torments be, 

But fainter emblems of that agony = 

He feels within ; let him, thus cram'd with woe, 

Thus drunk with mis'ry, ſtagg'ring to and fro, 

Strive to diſgorge and vomit out his foul; 

But O, refit his motions, and controul, a 

And pull and tug it back, and chain it to the goal. 

Weary and ſpend him out; let him not have 

The tweet repole and ſilence of the grave, 

Perhaps he Il calm at laſt, and hear my cries, 

And court my {miles again with dropping eyes. 

Perhaps he'll curſe Urania, who allows 

Him to be thus preſt down with mighty woes. 

Strephon. 

What ſtrange reverſe is this? where am I now? 

From whence the tempeſts that around me flow: 

Without, within, and all on every hand, 

Enclos'd in miſts and dackneſꝭ now I ſtand, 
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I am all night, no courteous gleams ariſe 
To uſher in the day, or gild my fable ſkies. 
But ah! why do I mourn? how can I drop a tear 
For all the griefs and I ſuffer here ? 
Did not Urania, when ſhe ſtoop'd below, 
A thouſand hells and tortures undergo ? 
O yes, dear nymph, what hells, what killing pans 
Rackt thy ſweet tender ſoul on yonder plains ! 
When like ſome fellow-ſwain thou didſt appear, 
Diſguis'd and veil'd, and whiſper'dſt in my car, 
“ OO come forſake Coſmelia, and purſue 
© The nobler bliſs I have deſign d for you ? 
How did th' enraged youths begin to cry, 
Cofmelia's rival'd, and the traitor's nigh ? 
Firſt from the temple their dire yells began, 
Rebounding thence, from plain to plain they ran: 
The hollow woods the echoing found repay, 
And ſtill the maſter- note was crucify. 
How did they cruſh, and pierce, and wound thy ſoul, 
And ſcourge, and toſs, and drag thee to the goal ? 
How waſt thou mock'd and ſcorn'd, and made the jeſt, 
While black and doleful griefs delug'd thy breaſt ! 
With what dire malice did they vent their rage, 
When with deriſion they erect a ſtage, 
Dragg'd thee thereon, then weav'd a thorny crown, 5 


Which pierc'd thy ſweeting temples, made thee groan, 

Till ſcarlet drops of blood came trickling down ? 

With dire revengeful blows they pierc'd thy fide, 

Till purple ſtreams from every wound did glide : 

Struck down thy throbbing heart with ſtunning pain, 

And chas'd thy fading life from vein to vein. | 

To nature's out-works then at laſt it fled, | 

And then thou ſtoop'dſt, and bending down thy head, 

Breath'd thus in ſighs, Sce what Yve done for thee ; 

0 ! then take up thy creſs and follow me. 

And ſhall I yet lament ? Dare I complain 

That I am tortur'd thus, and rack'd with pain? 

Ah! no, ah! no, all filent here Pll lye, 

And pant and breathe to heaven, love on and dy. 
Coſmelia. 

And can you love her ſtill ? Ah! can your flame 

Be uvextipguiſh'd yet, — ſhe diſclaim, 
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And ſcorn your dying fighs  — 
1 trepbon. 4 
O yes, O yes ; I'll love, Pit love her ſtill, 
And ay the more I'm pain'd, the more 1 will. 
*Tis not becauſe ſhe hates, that ſhe allows 
Me to be thus beat down and cruſh'd with woes. 
*Tis not becauſe ſhe's pleas'd, and ſiniles to fee 
Her faithful lover plung'd in miſery. 
Oh no: ſhe's acted by ſome nobler views, 
And in diſguiſe a higher end purſues. 
She knows, that if it were allow'd to me 
To taſte her pleaſures, and her beauties fee, 
*Ere by experience I had felt and known, 
What tis to leave her, and her love diſfown : 
How ſoon I'd wander, and like others rove, 
And run in queſt of ſome inferior love. 
Therefore ſhe lets me feel the mitery, 
The mighty killing piercing woe, to be 
One minute abſent from her, that I may 
Find what a hell it is to go aſtray. | 
Thus when Tue breath'd and groan'd a while below, 
And fwim'd to her thro” ſuch a ſea of woe, | 
I won't preſume to wander thus again, 
Nor let inferior beauties me detain, 
Tie down my paſhons, and my foul en chain. 
O therefore ſtrike, and wound, and pierce me thro', 
And cruſh my panting heart at every blow. 
Rack me with new found tortures, fill the bow!, 
The bittereſt bowls of woe, and let my ſoul 
Be fill'd and cramm'd, and burſt with agonies, 
With cruel pains and piercing mĩſeries. 
All you ſhall gain by this, I'll love the more, 
My flame ſhall ſtill burn brighter than before. 
ri pant and long, and 9 aſpire 
Still to aſcend, and fly, and mount the high'r, 
The more I feel what tis to breathe below, 
Forſake Urania, and a-wand'ring 
.  , Coſmelia's nympbs; © 
We're Joſt, we're loſt ! alas! where ſhall we ruy ? 
Echold the fearful ſcene that's now begun. 
A ſecret hand has rais'd the proſtrate fwain, 
Reach'd from above, and pull'd him up again. 


„ 
0 


Be- 
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- Behold, behold! the vaulted heavens divide, 

And a bright ſet of arms falls by his fide. 

A creſted helmet does inclole his head, 

And o'cr his brealt a plate of gold is ſpread. 

Within his hands he waves a flaming ſhield, 

And thus accouter'd he does range the field. 
What ſhall we do to ſhun his furious blows, 

And fly the dreadful tide of direful woes ? 

Co/melia. 

Call Demon here, that brave and daring ſwain; 

His very looks will calm the youth again. 

Cauſe him prepare for battle, make him ſheath 
His hideous limbs in all the arms of death. 

In rav'ning lion's hue let him appear, 

Or in the ſhape of ſome enraged bear, 

And o'er the plains ſtretch out his tawny paw, 

That fo.the beardleſs youth may ſtand in awe. 

Demon, an inſernal ſpirit. 

When you employ my ſword; I'm {till at hand, 

And cannot dilobey when you command: 

Only I think tis not the ſafeſt way, 

To try with open arms to force his ſtay. 

For ſhould Crauia know what we intend, 
Whole wing'd battalia's to his aid ſhe'd ſend; 
Therefore ſome ſecret ſtratagems I'll chuſe, 
Some hidden wiles I'll unobſerved uſe, 

To court him near you, lure him gently on, 
Till with ſome downy ſteps, unheard, unknown, 
You ſteal into his foul, and make him all your own. 

, Coſmelia. 
Speak on, dear Dæmon, tell what tis you'll do: 
My hope and confidence is plac'd in you. 

Demon. 

Time was when 1 lay in Urania's arms, 
K aptur'd and ecſtaſy d with all her charms, 
Into her palace when I did reſort, 
And learn'd the ſpeech and faſhions of her court. 
And ever ſinee I can myſelf diſguiſe, | 
Like ſome wing'd meſſenger of Paradiſe. : 
Well then, dear nymph, in haſte I will purſue, 
And counterfeit their garb and language too. 


Then 
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Then with this magic-potion in my haud, 
Fl call upon the youth, and bid him ſtand. 
When c're he ſtops, I will preſent this draught, 
And tell tis from the fair Urania brought, 
A cordial ſhe prepar'd for him to day, 
Leſt he fall ſpent and breathleſs on the way. 
He ſhan't perceive the plot, till once his ſoul 
Begin to 1 r with the guſty bowl. 
Then I'll difarm, and ſtrip the feeble ſwain, 
And bring him back into your arms again: 
Only acquaint me in what cave he lyes, 
To what untrod retirement now he flies. 
Cofmelia's nymphs. 
Far from the plain, in yonder gloomy ſhade, 
Beneath ſome vaulted hollow he is laid. 
You'll know the place by his repeated groans, 
For there he ſpends his days in fighs and moans. 
Eamon, 
Ye ſhady woods, unmantle and diſcloſe 
That filent grove where Strephon does repoſe. 
Strephon. _ 
Who's this that calls ? whoſe this that dare moleſt | 
My calmretreat, and thus invade my reſt ? 
| Daemon. 
A wing'd ambaſſador that has to day, 
From bright Urania's court cut out his way. 
She ſaw what mighty griefs, what woes and pains 
You felt of late in yonder diſtant plains. : 
When with ſuch threats Co/melia did purſue, 
And vomit out her wrath and rage at you. 
Therefore I was diſpatch'd in haſte to give 
This ſmall, this ſoft * to revive 
Your drooping ſpirits, leſt they ſhould decay 
And to Coſmelia's rage ming a prey. / 
oice from above. 
Ah! neither touch nor taſte; the magic bowl 
Will ſoon benumb and ſtupify your ſoul : 
Death's in the cup, 'tis an empois'ned draught 
Coſmelia has prepar'd, and Demon brought. 
Strephon. 
Be gone, thou wretch'd and treach'rous ; ſhall I prove 
Like thee, regardleſs of Urania's love? 


No 
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No, I'd not tempt her to one little frown, | 
Tho? earth and all its bliſs ſhould be my own. 
For if I thought this curſed heart could prove 
Untouch'd and unaffected with her love, 

I'd tear it from my breaſt, it ſhould not beat 
Along my empty'd veins another heat. 

Go tell your dame Coſinelia that 1 ſcorn, 

And all her puny lighted offers ſpurn. 

Tho' earth's whole pleaſures were at her command, 
And ſhe could graſp the peles within her hand, 
And ſqueeze them dry of bliſs, then in one bowl 
Reach out the grand quinteſſence to my ſoul, 


I'd ſcorn the dreggy potion, as too mean, 
And for a heay'n- ſoul, too baſe, and too terrene. 


———_———— 
— Af 


4A PARAPHRASE on the 148th Pſalm. 


By the Earl of Roſcommon, written at Twelve Years of 


Age, 


O Azure vaults ! O cryſtal ſky ! 
The world's tranſparent canopy, 
Break your long filence, and let mortals know 


With what contempt you look on things below. 


Wing'd ſquadrons of the God of war, 

Who conquer whereſoe er you are, 
Let echoing anthems make his praiſes known. 
On earth his footſtool, as in heav' n his throne, 

Great eye of all, whoſe glorious ray 

Rules the bright empire of the day, 
O praiſe his name, without whoſe 
Thou hadſt been hid in an abyſs of ni 

Ye moon and planets, who diſpenſe 

By God's command your influence, 
Reſign to him, as your Creator, due, 
That veneration which men pay to you. 

Faireſt as well as firſt of things, 

From whom all joy, all beauty fprings, - 17 
O praiſe th* Almighty ruler of the globe, 
Who uſeth thee for his imperial robe. 


light 


* 
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Praiſe him ye loud harmonious ſpheres, 
Whole ſacred ſtamp all nature bears, 


Who did all forms from the rude chaos draw, 
And whoſe command is th' univerſal law. 


Ye watry mountains of the ſky, 
And you ſo far above our eye, 

Vaſt ever-moving orbs exalt his name, 

Who gave its being to your glorious frame. 
Ye dragons, whoſe contagious breath 
Peoples the dark retreats of death, 

Change your fierce hiſſing into joyful ſong, 

And praiſe your Maker with your forked tongue. 
Praiſe him ye monſters of the deep, 
That in the ſea's vaſt boſom fleep, 
At whoſe command the foaming billows rore, 
Yet know their limits, tremble and adore. 
Ye miſts and vapours, hail and ſnow, 
And you who thro' the concave blow, 

Swift executors of his holy word, 
 Whirlwinds and tempeſts, praiſe th' Almighty Lord. 
Mountains, who to your Maker's view 

Seem leſs than mole-hills do to you, 
Remember how, when firlt Jebovab ſpoke, 
All heav'n was fire, and Sinai hid in fmoke. 

Praiſe him ſweet offspring of the 

With heav'nly nectar yearly crown'd, 
And ye tall cedars celebrate his praiſe, 

That in his temple facred altars raiſe. 

Idle muſicians of the | 

Whoſe only care's to and | 
Fly thro' the world, and let your trembling throat 
Praiſe your Creator with the ſweeteſt note. 

Praiſe him each ſavage furious beaſt, 

That on his ſtores do daily feaſt, 

And you tame ſlaves of the laborious plow, 

Your weary knees to your Creator bow. 

Majeſtic monarchs, mortal go 

Whoſe pow'r hath here nv periods, 

May all attempts againſt your crown be vain, 

But ſtill remember by whoſe'pow'r you reign. 
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Let the wide world his praiſes fing, 

Where Tagus and Euphrates ſpring, 

And from the Danube's froſty banks to thoſe 
Where from an unknown head great Nius flows. 


You that diſpoſe of all our lives, 
Praiſe him from whom your pow'r derives 3 

Be true and juſt like him, and fear his word, 

As much as malefaQors do your ſword. ; - 
Praiſe him old monuments of time ; 
O praiſe him in your youthful prime. 

Praiſe him fair idols of our greedy ſenſe, 

Exalt his name ſweet age of innocenee. 


7ehovah's name ſhall only laſt, 

When heaven and earth, and all is paſt ; 
Nothing, great God, is to be found in thee 
But inconceivable eternity, 

Exalt, O Jacob's ſacred race, | 

The God of gods, the God of grace, 
Who will above the ſtars your empire raiſe, 
And with his glory recompenſe your praiſe. 


— — — 


APARAPHRASE on John xxl. 17. 


„ 


By a young Lady. - 


V ES, thou that knoweſt all, doſt know I love thee, 
1 And that I ſet no idol up above thee ; 


To thy unerring cenſure I appeal, | 
And thou that knowelt all things ſure can'ſt tell, 
I love thee more than life or intereſt, 

Nor halt thou any rival in my breaſt : 

Love thee fo, that I could calmly bear 

The mocks of fools, and bliſs my happy ear, 
Might I from thee but one kind whiſper hear; 
I love thee fo, that for a ſmile of thine, . 
Might this and all the brighter worlds be mine, 

I wou'd not pauſe, but with a noble ſcorn, 

At the unequal, lighted offer, ſpurn. 

Yes, I to fools thele trifles can reſign, | 
Nor envy them the world, whillt thou art mine. 


43 ad, 


I love thee as my centre, and can find 

No point beſides to ſtay my doubtful mind ; 

Potent and uncontroul'd its motions were, 

Till fix'd in thee its only congruous ſphere ; 

| Urg'd with a thouſand 6 ious baits I ſtood, 
Diſpleas'd and ſighing for ſome diſtant good 

To calm its genuine diftates — but betwixt 

= Them all, remain'd ſuſpended and unfixt. 

SH T love thee fo tis more than death to be, 

My life, my love, my all, depriv'd of thee ; 
*Tis hell, 'tis horror, ſhades and darkneſs th 
Till thou unveil'ſt thy lovely face again: 

I love thee fo I'd kiſe the dart ſhou'd free 
My flutt'ring ſoul, and ſend herup to thee. 
O wou dſt thou break her chain, with what delight 
She'd ſpread her wings, and bid the world good night! 
Scarce for my bright conductors would I ſtay, : 
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But lead thy flaming miniſters the way, 

In their known paſſage to eternal day. 

And yet the climes of light wou'd ſcarce ſeem fair, 
Unleſs 1 meet my bright Redeemer there, 

Unleſs I there could view his charming face, 

And cope all heaven in his dear embrace. 


— — — 


—_— 


The VIS H. By a young Lach. 


OU'D ſome kind viſion repreſent to me 

WW How bright thy ſtreets, celeſtial Salem, be, 
I'd trace thy ſhining y paths, and tell 

How bleſt are thoſe that in thy temple dwell. 

How much more bright than e' er proud Phebus ſhed, 
Are thoſe vaſt rays th eternal Son does fpread ! 
Cou'd I the faireſt of ten thouſand view, 

Wou'd angels me their admiration ſhew, 

I's tell the virgins, tell em o'er again, 
How fair he look'd to the black ſons of men: 
Might I (but ah! while clogg'd with ſinful fleſh, 
In vain I breathe out the impatient wiſh) 

But have a * of thoſe fair fields above, 8 


| Where in the ſhining ſaints do move 
More gay than all the fancy'd ſhades of love ; * 


Where 
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Where the true ſon of glory ne'er declines, 

But with unclouded vigour always ſhines; _ | 
Where endle 8 ſmiles celeſtial faces wear, 8 


No eye eclips'd with a rebellious tear, 
For grief is an unheard of ſtranger there. 


— 


— 


 ADIALOGUE between the Soul, Riches, Fame and 
Pleaſure. By Mrs, Rowe. 


Riches. 
Eluded mortal, turn and view my ſtore, 
While all my glitt'ring treaſures I explore, 

The gold of both the Indian worlds is mine, 
And gems that in the eaſtern quarries ſhine, 
For me advent'rous men attempt the main, 
And all the fury of its waves ſuſtain! ; 
For me all toils and hazards they diſdain, 
For me their _— lold, their faith betray'd ; 


The voice of ne'cr was diſobey d. - 
| Seul. | 
Yet I thy tempting offers can deſpiſe, 


Nor lole a wiſh on ſuch a worthleſs prize. 
When yonder ſparkling ſtars attract my fight, 
Thy gold, thy boaſted gems loſe all their light, 
My daring thoughts above theſe trifles riſe, 
And aim at glorious kingdoms in the ſkies; 
I there ex celeſtal diadems, 
Cut-ſhining all thy W 99 gems. 
*Tis nothing ſtrange that thy ambitious mind 
In ſordid wealth ſhould no temptation find: 
But I haveterms which thy acceptance claim, 
Heroic glory, and a mighty name ! 
To thele the greateſt ſouls on earth aſpire, 
Souls moſt endow'd with the celeſtial fire ; 
Whom neither weallh nor beauty can inflame; 
Theſe hazard all for an Ae 

N Soul, 
And yet thou art a meer fantaſtic thing, 
Which can no ſolid ſatisfaction bring, 
Shouid I in coſtly monuments ſurvive, 


And after death in men's — live, 


- 


FRF ( 86 ) 


What profit were their vain applauſe to me, 

If doom'd below to endleſs infamy ? 

Sunk in reproach, and everlaſting ſhame, 

With God and angels, where's my promis'd fame ? 
But if their approbation | obtain, : 


And deathleſs wreaths, and heavenly glories gain, 
I may the world's falſe pageantry diſdain. 

4; leaſure. 

But where the baits of wealth and honour fail, 

Th' inchanting voice of pleaſare may prevail, 

The lewd and virtuous both my vaſſals prove, 

No breaſt ſo guarded but my charms can move. 
All that delights mankind attends on me, 
Beauty and youth, and love, and harmony. 

I wing the ſmiling hours, and gild the day, 

My paths are ſmooth, and —_ all my way. 

ou. 

But ah! theſe paths to black perdition tend, 
There ſoon thy ſoft deluding viſions end. 

Thoſe ſmooth, thoſe flow'ry ways lead down to hell, 
Where all thy ſlaves in endleſs night muſt dwell. 
The road of virtue far more rugged is, 

But Ol it leads to everlaſting bliſs; 

And all beyond the thorny paſſage lyes 

The realm of light diſcover'd to mine eyes. 
Gay bowers, and ſtreams of joy, and lightſome fields, 
With happy ſhades, the beauteous proſpect yields. 
Thoſe bliſsful regions I ſhall ſhortly gain, 
Where peace and love, and endleſs pleaſures reign, 


_—_— 


By the ſame. 


COME, I come, and joyfully obey 

The fatal voice that ſummons me away : 
With pleaſyre I reſign this mortal breath, 
And fall a willing facrifice to death. 
O welcome ſtroke that gives me liberty; 
Welcome, as to the flave a jubilee. 
Of the vain world I take my laſt adieu, 
The pgromis'd land is now within my view; 


he 


The 


? 
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The clouds diſpel, the ſtormy danger's paſt, 
And I attain the peaceful ſhores at laſt. 
My hope's dear objects now are all in ſight, 
The land of love, and unexhauſted light, 
The flowing ſtreams of joy and endleſs bliſs, 
The ſhining plains, and walks of paradiſe, 
The trees of life, immortal fruits and flowers, 
The tall celeſtial groves, and charming bowers. | 
I breath the balmy empyrean air, 
The ſongs of angels and their harps I hear, £ 
And ſcarce the fierce tyrannic joy can bear. 


The ELEVATION. 
| I. | 
Eg wing, my ſoul, and upwards bend thy flight 
To thy originary fields of light, 
Here's nothing, nothing here below 
That can deſerve thy longer (tay ; 
A ſecret whiſper bids thee go 
To purer air and beams of native day, 
Th' ambition of the tow'ring lark outyye, 
And like him ſing as thou doſt upward fly. 
II, | 
How all things leſſen which my ſoul before 
Did with the grov'ling multitude adore ! 
Thoſe pageant glories diſappear, 
Which charm and dazle mortals eyes; 
How do I in this higher ſphere, 
How do I mortals with their joys deſpiſe ? 
Pure uncorrupted elements 1 breathe, 
And pity their groſs er w beneath. 
I. | 
How vile, how ſordid here thoſe trifles ſhew, 
T hat pleaſe the tenants of that ball below ? 
But ha! I've loſt the little ſight, 
The ſcene's remov'd, and all I ſee 
Is one confus'd dark maſs of night; 
What nothing was, now nothing ſeems to be. 
How calm this region, how ſerene, how clear! 
Sure I ſome ſtrains of heavenly muſic hear. 
: H 2 | 
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IV. 
On, on, the task is eaſy now and light, 
No ſteams of earth can here retard thy flight. 
Thou need'ſt not now thy ſtrokes renew, 
"Tis but to ſpread thy pinions wide, 
And thou with eaſe thy ſeat wilt view, 
Drawn by the bent of the ætherial ti e. 
*Tis fo, 1 find how ſweetly on I move, 
Not held by things below, and belp'd by thoſe above: 
V 


But ſee to what new region am I come, 
I know it well, it is my native home. 

Here led 1 once 2 life divine, 
Which did all good, no evil know, 

Ah ! who would ſuch ſweet bliſs reſign 
For thoſe vain ſhews which fools admire below F 
*Tis true, but don't of folly complain, 
By joy to ſee thoſe bleſt a __ 
VI. 

A good retrieve ? but lo, while thus I ſpeak 
With piercing rays th' eternal day does „. ; 

Beauties of the face divine 

Strike ſtrongly on my feeble fight, 

With what bright glories does it ſhine { 
?Tis one immenſe and everflowing light: 
Stop here my ſoul, thou eanſt not bear more bRi(s, 
Nor can thy now rais'd palate ever celiſh leſs. 


2 —— — — — — — — 
The RESIGNATION. 


9 


1. 
ON G have I view'd, long have I thoug ht, 
And held with cel hands this bitter draught ;- 
Twas now juſt to my 1 apply d, 
Nature ſhrunk back, aud Trot dy'd: 
But now reſoly'd and Gem 0! 
Since, Lord, dn nel and held o up by thee. 


1'll 


had 


\ 
* * 
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II. 
PU truſt my great pbyſician's skill; 
I know what he preſcribes can ne er be ill: 
To each diſeaſe he knows what's fit ; 
I own him wiſe, and good, and do ſubmit : : 
I now no longer grieve or pine, 
Since *tis thy pleaſure, Lord, it ſhall be mine. 
III. 
Thy med' cine puts me to great ſmart, 
Thou'ſt wounded me in my moſt tender part: 
But 'tis with a deſign to cure, 
I muſt and will thy ſovereign touch endure : 
All that priz'd below is gone, 
But yet I "al will pray, thy will be done. 
IV. 
Since 'tis thy ſentence I ſhould 
With the moſt precious treaſure of w1 my heast, 
I freely that and more reſign ; 
My heart itſelf, as its delight, is thine ; 
My little all I give to thee, 
Thou gav'(t a greater gift, thy ſon, to me. 
V. 


He leſt true bliſs and joys above, 
Himſelf he emptied of all good but love ; 
For me he did forſake 
More good than he from me can ever take ; 
A mortal life for a divine 
He took, and did at laſt ev'n that reſign. 
VI. 
Take al), great God, I will not grieve, 
But (till will wiſh that I had till to give; 
I hear thy voice, thou bidſt me quit 
My paradiſe, I bliſs and do ſubmit ; 
I will not murmur at thy word, 
Nor beg thy angel to ſheath up his ſword. 


— | — ä — 
| The WARNING, 
A L you who leap religion's ſacred fence, 


And hunt th' ignoble chace of luſt and ſenſe, 
H z | Whoſe 
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Whoſe impious breaſt ſome helliſh fiend inſpires ! 
And tongues, and eyes confeſs adult'rous fires ; 


Who drown your wretched ſouls in floods of wine, 
And to the beaſt the nobler man reſign; 


Who with loud oaths, and curſes rend the sky, 
And dare immortal virtue's bright authority: 
With earneſt {peed your darling vice ſorego, 
Which elſe will prove your certain overthrow. 
For fince heaven's awful king is juſt and pure, 
You muſt the laſhes of his wrath endure ; 

Muſt e're tis long, to your confuſion, find 
That th' injur'd God is neither deaf nor blind. 


2 
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The VANITY of the WORLD. 


By a young Lady. 


HAT if ſerenely bleſt, with calms I ſwam, 

Pactolus, in thy golden ſanded ſtream ; 
Not all the wealth, that laviſh chance cou'd give, 
My ſou] from death con'd one ſhort hour reprieve ; 

When from my heart the wand'ring life muſt move, 

No cordial all my uſeleſs gold wou'd prove. 
What tho” I plung'd in joys ſo deep and wide, 
*Twou'd tire my thoughts to reach the diſtant fide ; 
Fancy it{elf *twou'd tire to plumb the abyſs, 
If 1 for an uncertain leaſe of this 
Sold the fair hope of an eternal bliſs. 
What if inveſted with the royal ſtate 
Of darling queens, ador'd by kings I far ; 
Yet when my trembling ſoul diſlodg'd won'd be; 
No room of ſtate within the grave for me. 
What if my youth in wit, and beauty's bloom 
Shou'd promiſe many a flattering year to come 
Tho? death ſhou'd paſs the beauteous flouriſher, 
Advancing time wou'd all its glories marc. 
What if the muſes Jovdly ſang my fame, 
The barren mountains echoing with my name, 
An envious puff might blaſt the riſing pride, 
And all its bright conſpicuous luſtre hide. 


( 91 ) 
If o'er my relicks monument they raiſe, 

And fill the world with flattery or praiſe, N 

Oh ! what won'd all avail, if fink 1 muſt, 

My ſoul to endleſs ſhades, my body to the duſk ? 


— 
— 


— 


Tell me, O thou ubem my foul lover, obere thou feedefl 
where thou cauſeſt thy flocks to reſi at noon. Cant. i. 7. 


By Mrs. Rowe. 


I. 
O Lovelier to my raviſh'd eyes 
Than all they ever faw, 
Much dearer than the light I view, 
Or vital breath I draw; 
II. 
Eternal treaſure of my heart, 
Whom as my ſoul I love, 
Oh tell me to what happy ſhades 
Thou do'ſt at noon remove. 
III. 


Oh tell me where, by chryſtal ſtreams, 5 
Thy ſnowy flocks are led, * 

And in what fruitful meadows they b 
Are by thy bounty fed. 2 1 


For thee I languiſh all the day, 

Por thee I hourly pine, | 
As flow'rs that want the chearing ſun 
Their painted heads recline. 

Vit: 

Ah why from my impatient eyes 
Do'it thou thyſelf conceal ? 

Whilſt I in vain in lonely ſhades 
My reſtleſs pain et 


Wo. us 


Aud the) ofter my tin worms deſiray this body, yet in mu] 
felh I ſhall fre Ged. Job xix. 26. 


By a yourg Lady. 


IL 
HAT tho' my ſoul, rent from the cloſe embrace 
Of this material conſort, take her flight, | 
(Exil'd the confines of her native place) 
And leave theſe eyes clos'd in a diſmal night ? 
She ſhall again reſume the dear abode, 
And cloth'd in fleſh I ſhall behold my God. 
| | II. 1 
Tho! in the gloomy regions of the grave 
Forgotten and inſenſible J lye, 
That tedious night ſhall a bright morning have, 
The welcome dawnings of eternity : 
My ſoul ſnall then reſume her old abode, 
And cloth'd in fleſh 1 F c my God. 
III. 
Altho' reſolv'd into my native duſt, 
Its proper part each element reſign; 
Vet at my awful maker's breath they muſt 
Again the num'rous particles reſine: 
And then my foul ſhall take her old abode, 
And cloth'din fleſh I ſhall behold my God. 


} 


| In Praiſe f VIRTUE. By Mr. Tate. 


O For a quill drawn froman angel's wing ! 
O for a maſter ſeraph's voice, to ſing 

A ſubject worthy of ſeraphic lays, 

Tis virtue, bright celeſtial virtue's praiſe ! 
Virtue beyond compare, by all allow'd 

The fairelt beauty, and the beſt endow'd. 
For what imperial dame like her can ſay, 

I've wealth can ne'er be loſt, and charms will ne'er decay? 
An Eder: where unfading pleaſures grow, 
And joy's pure ſtreams uninterrupted flow. 


Not 


(' 03; 7 

Not ſo, when vice does her feign'd ſmiles diſplay, 
Like Delilab's careſſes to betray. 
Virtue's alone the chaſte and real friend, 
On whom. th' enamour'd ſoul ſecurely can depend. 
She ſteel has prov'd throughout the tedious ſtage 
Of mortal life, and daag'rous pilgrimage, 
To all who on her conduct have rely'd, 
The beſt companion, and moſt faithful guide. 
Our ſhadowing cloud in fortune's darting light, 
Our ſhining pillar in affliction's night; 
Our heav'nly manna, when for food diſtreſs'd; 
Our fountain, when with ſcorching thirſt oppreſs'd. 
She makes our wilderneſs all blooming gay, 
And ſcatters roſes in the deſart way, 
The very thorns that make her trav lers bleed, 
Are but remembrancers to mend their ſpeed, 
Leſt too much eaſe their farther care disband, 
And they ſtop ſhort, ſhort of the promis'd land. 
Ev'n am'rous youth with her ſecurely ſteer, 
Where Syrens deck'din all their charms appear, 
Of Circe's iſle the tempting proſpe& ſhun, 
When th' unadvis'd to ſmiling ruin run. 
By her the beauteous ſex are taught to know - 
Both what to heay'n, and to themſelves they owe 
Honour, and ſpotleſs innocence to prize, 
Above the triumph of their conqu'ring 974 
How diſmal dear the bargain when they ſell 
Thoſe gems for ought that does on earth 
- That, 0h! tis life for death, and beav'n for bell, 

But then in largeſt ſtreams her bleſſings flow, 
When life grown bankrupt can no more beſtow 
She gives what mortal nature never gave, 


Immortal bliſs, and life beyond the grave. 
Th | 


— 


The CHARACTERVAHAPPTLITI. 
Zy Sir Henry Wotton. 


ö 1. 
: Hemue e: is he born and taught, 


eth not another's will ; + 
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1 Whoſe armour is his honeſt thought, 
4 And ſimple truth his utmoſt skill? 
. ö II. 
Whoſe paſſions not his maſters are; 
Whoſe ſoul is ſtill prepar d for death; 
Unty'd unto the world by care | 
© Of public fame, or private breath. 
III. 
Who envies none that change doth raiſe, 
Nor vice hath ever underſtood; 
How deepeſt wounds are giv'n by praiſe, 
| Nor rules of ſtate, but rules of good. 
IV. 
Who hath his life from"rumours freed, 
Whoſe conſcience is his ſtrong retreat; 
Whoſe ſtate can neither flatt'rers feed, 
Nor ruin make oppreſſors great. 


More of his grace, than giſts to lend; 
And entertains the harmleſs day, 
With a religious book, or friend. 
3 VI. 
This man is freed from ſer vile bands 
| Of hope to riſe, or fear to fall ; 
| Lord of himſelf, tho' not of lands, 
And having nothing, yet hath all. 


OT 


| Who God doth late and early pray 
| 
ö 


CHRIST's PASSION. Taken out of a Greek 
| e. 


bs By Mr. Cowley. 


Nough, my muſe, of earthly things, 
| And inſpirations but of wind ; 
Take up thy Jute, and to it bind 
Loud and everlaſting ſtrings; + 
And on em play, and to em ſing, 
\ The happy mournful ſtories, 
The lamentable plories, 
Of the great crucified King. 


Moun- 
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Mountanous heap of wonders ! which doſt riſe 
Till earth thou joineſt with the skies : 
Too large at bottom, and at top too high, 
To be half ſeen by mortel eye. 
How ſhall I graſp this boundleſs thing! 
What ſhall I play! what ſhall 1 ſing! 


I'll ſing the mighty riddle of mylterious love, 
Which neither wretched men below, nor bleſſed ſaints a- 


With all their comments can explain ; [ bove, 
How all the whole world's life, to die did not diſdain. 
II. 


PI ſing the ſearchleſs depths of the compaſſion divine, 
The depths unſathom'd yet 
By reaſon's plummet, and the line of wit: 
Too light the plummet. and too ſhort the line: 
How the eternal father did beſtow 
His own eternal ſos a ranſom for h's foe. 
I'll ſing aloud, that all the world may hear 
The triumph of the buried conqueror : 
How hell was by its pris' ner captive led, 
And the great ſlayer, death, ſlain by the dead. 
III. N 
Methigks I hear of murthered men the voice, 
Mixt with the murtherers confuſed noiſe, 
Sound {rom the top of Calvary, 
My preedy eyes, fly up the hill, and fee _ 
Who 'tis hangs there the midmoſt of the three: 
Oh! how unlike the others he, 
Look how he bends his geatle head with bleſſings from 
the tree ! 
His gracious hands, ne'er ſtretcht but to de good, 
Are nail'd to the infamous wood | 
And ſinful man does fondly bind 
The arms which he extends t'embrace all human kind. 
| IV. ; 
Unhappy man, can'ſt ſtand by and ſ 
All this as patient as he ? 
Since he thy ſins does bear, 
Make thou his ſufferings thy 
And weep, and ſigh, and groan, 
And beat thy breaſt, and tear 
1 hy garments and thy hair, 
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And let thy grief, and let thy love 

Thro' all thy bleeding bowels move. 
Doſt thou not ſee thy prince in purple clad all oer! 
Not purple brought from the Senn ſhore, 

But made at home with richer gore. 
Doſt thou not ſee the roſes, which adorn 1 

Thy thorny garland by him worn ? 

Doſt thou not ſee the livid traces 

Of the ſharp courges rude embraces ? 

I yet thou feelcſt not the {mart 

Of thorns and icourges in thy heart, 

If yet that be not crucified, 
Look on his hands; look on his feet, look on his fide, 

V 


Open, oh! open wide the fountains of thine eyes, 
And let em call 
Their ſtock of moiſture forth, wherc'er it lyes: 
For this will ask it all, 
Twould all, alas! too litile be, 
Tho? thy falt tears came from a ſea ; 
Cuanſt thou deny him this, when he 
Has open d all his vital ſprings for thee. 
Take heed, for by his fides myſterious flood 
May well be underſtood, | 
That he will ſtill require ſome waters to his blood. 


4 5 


— — 


THOUGHTS in SICKNESS. 


I. 
Y 2 my Maker, bumbly I adore 
y power and wiſdom in m ly frame 
l view the work, and bleſs thy res annex J 
Thou took'ſt this body from the common ſtore; 
A rude and undigeſted mals before: 
And lo! all ant and order it became, 
| II. 
And when thou had ſt completed ev'ry part, 
Had'ſt taught each {ring and wheel their deſtin'd uſe, 
Aud made a pwiyle flood of vital juice | 
Ruſh thro' the channels of the aQtive heart, 


And 


* 
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And life and vigour to the whole impart, 


Thou an immortal foul did'ſt then infuſe, 


III. 
And both, dear God, are (till at thy diſpole ; 
For as thy awful word cou'd firſt unite 


Things in their nature ſtrangely oppoſite, 
So with the ſame can'ſt thou diſſolve the cloſe, 
And eack unto its native region goes, 
| Earth back to earth, my ſoul to realms of light. 
IV. 


I know thy providence diſpoſes all; 
1 know that whatſoe'er thou doſt is beſt : 
O let me then ia thy appointments reſt ! 
Does God pre-order all things, great and ſinall! 
No nail, nor dropping hair without him fall; 
And yet ſhall any change my peace moleſt 2 
V. 


If thou haſt buſineſs for me here below, 
I know thou ſoon wilt all my pains expel. 
My ſicknets ſoon controul, and ſpeak me well; 

If — why ſhall I think it hard to go ; 

To leave this nauſeous world of fin and woe, 
And in immortal joy and ys dwell ? 


- 


I will not, no, I will not, pat repine, 
Tho' now thou pleale to ſummon me away, 
To bid me die, and leave this houſe of clay : 
Thy pleaſure, as tis juſt, ſhall govern mine, 
To thee, the owner, I my all reſi 


Command whate'er thou wilt, 1 chearfully obey, 


— 


The RAPTURE. Bya young Lady. 


I. 
L if one diſtant glimpſe of thee 
Thus clevate the ſoul, 
In what a height of ecſtaſy 
Do thole bleſt ſpirits roll, 7 
UI. | 
Who by a fixt, eternal view, 
Drink in immortal rays 3 
I 
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To whom unreil'd thou doſt ſhew 

Thy ſmiles without allays ? ; 

III. 

An object which, if mortal eyes 

Cou'd make approaches to, 
They'd ſoon eſteem their beſt lov'd toys 

Not worth one ſcornful view. 

IV 


How: then Sacath lin toad of ic 


Wou'd the vext foul complain ! 


And how the friendly hand ſhe'd bliG, 


Wou'd break her hated chain ! 


OI nn 


TheCONSUMMATIQON. A Pindaric Ode. 
By Mr. Norris, 


I. 
HE riſe of menarchies, ard their long weighty fall, 
My mule outſoars, ſhe proudly leaves behind 

The pomp of courts, ſhe leaves our little all, 
To be the humble ſong of a leis reaching mind. 

In vain I curb her tow'ring flight, 

All I can hear preſent's too ſmall, 
She preſſes on, and now has loſt her fight : 

She flyes and haſtens to relate 

The laſt and dreadful ſcene of fate, 

Nature's great ſolemn funeral. 

I ſee the mighty angel ſtand 


_ Cloth'd with a cloud, a rainbow round his head, 
His right foot on the ſea, his other on the land. 


He lifted up his dreadful arm, and thus he faid 
By the myſterious Three-One, 
Who'e power we fear, and truth adore, 
I (wear the fatal thread is ſpun, 

Nature ſhall breath her laſt, and time ſhall be no more. 
The ancient ſtager of the day | 

Has run his minutes out, and number'd all his way. 

The parting /thmus is thrown down, 
Aud all ſhall now be overflown :; 


? 


Time 


% 


. 
Time ſhall no more her under current know, 
But one with great eternity ſhall grow, 


Their ſtreams ſhall mix, and in one circling channel flow, 


II. 


He ſpake----fate writ the ſentence with her iron pen, 


And mighty thund'ring ſaid Amer. 
What dreadful ſound's this ſtrikes my ear: 
"Tis ſure the archangel's trump I hear, 
Nature's great paſſing bell, the only call, 
Of God's, that will be heard by all : 
The univerſe takes the alarm, the ſea 
Trembles at the great angel's found, 
And roars almoſt as loud as he, 


Seeks a new channel and would fain run under ground, 


The earth itſelf does no leſs quake, 
Art all throughout down to the centre ſhake ; 


Tho graves uncloſe, and the deep ſleepers there awake. 


The ſun's arreſted in his way, 
He dares not foreward go, 


But wond'ring ſtands at the great hurry here below. 
The ſtars forget their laws, and like looſe planets ſtray. 


See how the elements reſi 


Their num'rous charge, the icatter'd atoms home repair, 
Some from the earth, ſome from the ſea, ſome from the 


They know the preat alarm, | 

And in confus'd mixt numbers ſwarm. 
Till rang'd and ſever'd by the chymiſtry divine. 
The father of mankind's amaz'd to fee 
The globe too narrow for his progeny ; 

But *tis the cloſing of the age, 


And all the actors now at once mult grace the ſtage, 


Hl. 
Now, muſe, exalt thy wing, be bold and dare, 
Fate does a wond”rous ſcene . 
The central fire which hitherto did burn 
Dull, like a lamp in a moiſt clammy urn, 
Fann'd by the breath divine begins to glow, 
The fiends are all amaz'd below, 7 
But that will no confinement know, 
Breaks thro” its ſacred fence, and plays more free 
Than thou with all thy vaſt pindaric liberty. 
Mature does fick of a ſtrong fever lye, 
12 


oe eee 


© 
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The fire the ſubterraneous vaults does ſpoil, 
The mountains ſweat, the ſea does boil, 
The ſea her mighty pulſe beats high; 


The waves of fire more proudly rowl. 
The fiends in their deep caverns howl, 
And with the frightful trumpet mix their hideous cry. 
Now is the tragic ſcene begun, 
The fire in triumph marches on, | 
The earth's girt round with flames, and ſeems another ſun. 


But whither does this lawleſs judgment roam ? 

Muſt all promiſcuouſly expire | 

A ſacrifice in Sodom's fire ? | 
Read thy commiſſion, fate, ſure all are not thy due, 

No, thou muſt fave the virtuous few. 

But where's the angel guardian to avert the doom, 

Lo with a mighty hoſt he's come ! | 

I ſee the parted clouds give way, 

I ſee he banner of the crof diſplay. 

” Death's conqueror in pomp appears, 
In his ri bt hand a palm he bears, 
And in his looks he ſweetneſs wears. 

Th' illuſtrious glory of this ſcene 

Does the deſpairing faints inſpire, 

With joy, with rapture and deſire. | | 
Kindles the higher life, that dormant lay withln. 4 
Th' awaken'd virtue does its thoughts diſplay, 

Melts and refines their droſſy clay: 

New caſt into a pure etherial frame. 

fly and mount aloft in vehicles of flame. 
7 here, my muſe, thy roving wing, 
And now the world's untun'd, let down thy high-ſct 


— 


—B — 


The cxLviit. PSALM paraphrat d. 


By an unknown Author, 
| 'T 


O Come let all created force conſpire 
A general hymn of praiſe to ting, 


Join 
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Join all ye creatures in one ſolemn quire, 
And let your theme be 1 I almighty King. 
Begin, ye bleſt attendants of his feat, 

Begin your high ſeraphic Lays, 

Tis juſt you ſhould, your happineſs is great, 
And all you are to give _ is praiſe. 


2 
Ye glorious lamps that rule both night and day, 
Bring you your Hailelu-jabs too; 
To him that tribute of devotion pay 
Which once blind ſuperſtition gave to you. 
IV 


Thou firſt and faireſt of material kind, 
By whom his other works we ſee, 
Subtile and aRive as pure thought and mind, 
Praiſe him that's elder and more fair than thee, . 


V. 

Ye regions of the air his praiſes ſing, 

And all ye virgin waters thei, 
Do you advantage to the conſort bring, Y 
And down to us the Hallelu-jah bear. Ways | 

| VI. 

In chanting forth the great J7ebovab's praiſe, 

Let theſe the upper conſort fill: 
He ſpake, and did you all from nothing raiſe; 
As you did then, ſo now obey his will. 
| 7 - V . 
His will that fix'd you in a conſtant ſtate, 

And cut a track for nature's wheel; 
Here let it run, ſaid he, and made it fate; 
And where's that power which can this law repeal 
VIII. 

Ye powers that to th' inferiour world retain, 

Join you now with the quire above : 
And firſt, ye dragons, 3 higher ſtrain, 
And turn your angry hi — 


Let fire, hail, ſnow and vapours, that aſcend, 
Unlock'd by Phebus' ſearching rays ; 
Let ſtormy winds ambitiouſly contend, 

And all their wonted force employ in praiſe. 


® 
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X. 
Te ſacred tops which ſeem to brave the ſkies, 
: Riſe higher, and when men on you 
Religious rites perform, and facrifice, 
With their oblations ſend your praiſes too. 
I. \ 
Ye trees, whoſe fruits both man and beaſt conſume, 
Be you in praiſes fruitful too; +971 
Ye cedars, why have you fuch choice me, 
But that ſweet in ſhould be made of you ? 
XII. 


Te beaſts, with all the humble creeping train, 
Praiſe him that made your lot ſo high; 

Ye birds, who in a nobler province reign, 

Send up your Pg you fly. 


Ye ſacred heads that wear imperial gold, 
Praiſe him, that you with power arrays; 
And you whole hands the ſcale of juſtice hold, 
Be juſt in this, and pay your Bag of praiſe, 

| V 


Let ſprightly youth give vigour to the quire, 
Each ſex with one another vie; 

Let feeble age diſſolv'd in praiſe expire, 

And infants too in hymns — 7 tender voices try. 

5 V. 

Praiſe him ye ſaints who piety profeſs, 
And at his altar ſpend your days; 

Ye ſeed of Mal your great pattern bleſs ; 

*Tis manna this, for angels food is praiſe. 


_ — 
— — 


Veni Creator Spiritus. Tranſlated into a Paraphraſe. 
By Mr. Dryden. 


I. 
Reator Spirit ! by whoſe aid 1 
The world's foundations firſt were laid ; 
Come viſit ev ry pious mind, 
Come pour thy joys on human-kind ; 1 
| rom 
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From fin and forrow (et us free, 
And make thy temples worthy thee. 
II. 
O ſource of uncreated light ! 
The Father's promis'd Paraclete | 
Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire, 
Our hearts with heavenly love inſpire 3 
Come, and thy ſacred unction bring 

To lanctify us while we ſing. 


III. 

Plenteous of grace deſcend from high, 
Rich in thy ſeven- fold energy ! 
Thou ſtrength of his almighty hand, 
Whoſe power does heav'n and earth command, 
Proceeding ſpirit, our defence, 
Who doſt the git of tongues diſpenſe, 
And crown'ſt thy gift with eloquence, 
Refine, and purge our earthly parts, 
But oh! inflame and fire our hearts ! 
Our faculties help, and vice controul, 
Submit the ſenſes to the ſoul, 
And when rebellious they are grown, 
Then lay thy hand and hold *em down. 

V. 
Chace from our minds th? infernal foe, 
And peace, the fruit of love, beſtow ; 
And leſt our peace ſhou'd ſtep aſtray 
Protect and guide us in the way. 

VI. 
Make us eternal truths receive, 
And practile all that we believe; 
Give us thy ſelf, that we may ſee 
The Father and uin 
Immortal honours, endleſs fame 
Attend th' Almighty Father's name : 
The Saviour Sou be glorify'd, 
Who for loſt man's redemption dy d; | 
And equal adoration be, a 
a Paraclete, io thee, 


t ( 1@4 ) 
The cxxxix. PSALM paraphrai'd te the 1415 verſe. 
By Mr. Norris. 


I. b 
N vain, God, in vain I try \ 
legs thy quick all-ſearching eye; \ 
Thou with one undivided view 
Doſt look the whole creation through. 
The unſhap d embryos of my mind, 
Not yet to form or likeneſs wrought, 
The tender rudiments of thought, 
Thou ſee'ſt before ſhe can her own conception find. 
II. 
My private walks to thee are known, 
In lolitude I'm not alone, | | 
2 my bed a guard doſt keep, 
are open — ſleep, 
My My ed whitpers reach thy ear, 
*Tis vain to fancy ſecrely ; 
Which way ſoc'er I turn thou'rt there, 
I'm all around beſet with thy immenſity. 
III 
I can't wade thro' this deep I find, 
It drowns and ſwallows up my mind: 
Tis like thy immenſe Deity, 
I cannot fathomthat or thee : 
Where then ſhall] a refuge find, 
From thy bright comprehenſive eye: 
Whither, O whither ſhall ! fly ! | 
What place is not poſſeſt with thy — mind i 
If to the — orbs I fly, 
There is thy ſeat of majelty ; 
If down to hell's abyſs I go, 
There I am ſure to meet thee too. 
Shou'd I, with the ſwift wings of light, 
Seek ſome remote and unknown land, 
Thou ſoon would'ſt overtake my flight, 
And al my modons rule with thy long-reaching hand, 


Shou d I. t en thy piercing Gghs 
Retire behind the fkreen of night, 


Thon 
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Thou can'ſt with one celeſtial ray 
+ Dilſpel the ſhades and make it day. 
Nor need'ſt thou by ſuch mediums fee ; 
The force of thy clear radient fight | 
Depends not on our groſſer light: 
On light thou fir'ſt enthron'd, tis ever day with theg, 
VI. 
The ſprings which life and motion give 
Are thine, by thee I move and live ; 
My frame has nothing hid from thee, 
Thou know ſt my whole anatomy. 
T'an hymn of praiſe I'll tune my lyre: 
How amazing is this work of thine } 
With dread1 into my ſelf retire, | 
or tho' the metal's ball, the ſtamp is all divine, 


A DESCRIPTIONS HELL, 


In imitation of Milton. By Mrs. Rowe, 


EEP, to unfathomable ſpaces deep, 

Deſcend the dark, deteſted paths of hell, 
The gulphs of execration and pro 1 
Of pain, and rage, and pure unmin woe; 
The realms of endleb death, and — of night, 
Uninterrupted night, which ſees no dawn, 
Prodigious darkneſs ! which receives no light 
But from the ſickly blaze of ſulph'rous flames, 
That caſt a pale and dead reflection round, 
Diſcloſing all the deſolate abyls, 
Dreadful beyond what human thought can form, 
Bounded with circling ſeas of liquid fire. 
Aloft the blazing billows curl their heads, 
And form a roar along the direful ſtrand, 
While ruddy cat 'racts from on high deſcend 
And urge the fiery ocean's ſtormy rage. 
Impending horrors o'er the region frown, 
And weighty ruin threatens from on high; 
Inevitable ſhares, and fatal pits, * 
Gulplis of deep perdition wait below; 
Whence iſſue long, remedileſi complaints, 
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Win endleſs graans, and everlaſting yells, 
| Legions of ghaſtly fiends (prodigious fight !) 
| Fly all confae'd acroſs the ſickly air, 
And roaring horrid, ſhake the vaſt extent. 
Pale meagre ſpectres wander all around, 
And penſive ſhades, and black deformed ghoſts. 
7 With impious fury ſome aloud blaſpheme, 
® And wildly ſtaring upwards curſe the ſſcies; 
While ſome, with gloomy terrox.in their looks, 
Trembling all over, downward caſt their eyes, 
And tell in hollow s their deep deſpair, 
| Convinc'd by fatal proofs, the atheilt here 1 
Yields to the ſharp tormenting evidence, | 75 
And of an inſinite eternal mind 5 
At laſt the challeng d demonſtration meets. 
The libertine his folly here laments, . 
| His blind extravagance, that made him (el 
VUnfading bliſs, and everlaſting crowns, 
tranſports, and celeſtial feaſts, 
For the ſhort pleaſure of a ſordid fin; , 
For one fleet moment's deſpicable joy. | 
Too late, all loſt, for ever loſt, he ſees 
The envy'd ſaints triumphing from afar, 
And angels basking in the ſmiles of God. 
But oh ! that all was for a trifle loſt, 
Gives to his bleeding ſoul perpetual wounds. 
The wanton beauty, whoſe bewitching arts, 
Has drawn ten thouſand wretched fouls to hell, 
Depriv'd of every blandiſhment and charm, 
— — ay ae leeks the pricey ſhades 
o ſhun the fu revengeful gh 
That with vindifiive curſes ll Purſue 
The author of their miſerable fate, 
Who from the paths of life ſeduc'd their fouls, 
And ſent them down to theſe accurſt abodes. 
The fool that fold his heav'n for gilded clay, 
The ſcorn of all the damn d, ev'n here laments 
His ſordid heaps, which ſtill to purchaſe, he 
A ſecond time wou'd forfeit all above ; 
Nor covets fields of light nor ſtarry wreaths, 
Nor angels ſongs, nor pure unmingled bliſs, 
But for his darling trealures ſtill repines ; 
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Which from afar, to aggravate his doom, 

He ſees ſome thoughtleſs prodigal conſume. 
Beyond them all a miſerable hell 

The execrable proſecutor finds, 

No ſpirit howls among the ſhades below 

More damn'd, more fierce, nor more a fiend than he. 

Aloud he heav'n and holinels blaſphemes, 

While all his enmity to good appears, 

His enmity to good, once falſly call'd 

Religious warmth, and charitable zeal. 

On high, beyond th' unpaſſable abyR, 

To aggravate his righteous doom, he views 

The blitsful realms, and there the ſchiſmatic, 

The viſionary, the deluded faint, 

By him ſo ollen hated, wrong'd and ſcorn d, 

So ofien curs'd and damn'd, and baniſh'd thence, 

He tees him there poſſeſt of all that heav'n, 
 Thote glories, thoſe immortal joys, which he, 

The orthodox, unerring catholic, Sh: 

The mighty fav'rite, and elect of God, 

With all his miſchievous, converting, arts, 

His killing charity, and burning zeal, 

His pompous crecds, and boaſting faith, has loſt. * 


— dt. Ant. 


By Mr Weſley. 


Y harbingers the ſeven archangels bright, 
Hark how their trumps the guilty world affright ; 

The awful trump of God ! a call they found, 

Is hea:d thro' nature's univerſal round; 

That ſignal heard from the diffolving ſky, 

Decrepit nature lays her down to dye. 

Not ſo man's deathleſs race, who now revive, 

And mult in joy or pain for ever live. a 

From long confining tombs each 2 gueſt * 

Diſturb'd ariſe, muſt never more to reſt. _ 

The cluſt ring atoms, as before they were, 

Together troop, the earth, the ſea, the air, ' 

Give up their dead, how different all they riſe ! 

Thoſe light and chearful, theſe behold the fkies - 


— 
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With looks adverſe, and horrid, bow they ſhine 
All dreadful bright, all red with wrath divine ! 
Even yon fair ſtars, whole webs of light diſperſe 
Their golden threads around the univeric, . 
Loot from its centre down heaven's hill muſt roll, 
And by its fall unhinge the (teddy pole. 
And whilſt it hiſſing in th' abyls is found, 
Ten thouſand leſſer ſuns lye ſcatter d round. 
The moon's bright eye ſh. Il dark and blood-ſhot grow, 
Reflecting only imoke, and fire below. 
Vaſt heaps on heaps, thick orbs on orbs are hurl'd, 
Chaos on chaos, world confus'd with world; 
Huge ſpheres ſo faſt each after other roll'd, 
Even boundleſs ſpace their ruins ſcarce will hold. 
If the great whole's no more from fate ſecure, 
What ravage ſhall this little part endure ? 8 
This point in the great circle as before, | 
When by the impetuous deluge floated o'er, 
The oceans both of heaven and earth did join, 
Both with the fo ntaius of the deep combine, 
And wave did after wave unweary d come, 
Sea after ſea from its hydropic womb, 
So from the fources whence that ruin came, 
Delug'd with ſeas of fire, and waves of flame. 
As when heaven's vengeance on curſt Sodom fell, 
The world's one tophet, now one Etna, or one hell, 
From earth's wide womb large floods of flame ſhall flow. 
The fiery worlds above ſhall meet with this below. S*Þ 4 
Hence holy fouls refin'd, and , ade more bright, 
Shall ſafe immerge to worlds ot calmer light; 
Whilſt thoſe ſtill Rain'd with odious marks of fin, 
Muſt deſperate fiak, for ever ſink therein. 
But firſt that doom, which they delerv'd fo well, 
They muſt receive that ſentence, half their hell. 

The thrones are let, the conſcious angels wait, 
And turn the ete nal brazen leaves of fate, 
High in the midlt ſhall my tribunal ſtand, . 
—— prophets, {ainis at my right hand, 

yrs, confeſſors, a moſt glorious train, 

Now well content io ſuffer, then ſhall reign ; 
Whilſt on the left a diſmal gloomy band 


Of kings, proud nobles, factious commons ſtand : 
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Lewd prieſts, apoſtate poets, who diſgrace 
Their character, and ſtain their heaven-born race. 
Lean hypocrites, who by long /a/ts and prayer, 
Get damn'd with much of pains, and much of care. 
But ſtrange! there will not be an a eit there. 
All marſhal'd thus, tho' now they're mingled ſeen, 
To you I'Il with applauding ſmiles begin. 
Come you by me and my great father bleſt, 
Come holy ſouls to endleis peace and reſt. 
For ſome ſhort years of milery and pain, 
In light and joy, for ever with me reign 
In that bleſt place, before all worlds prepar'd, 
By heavenly ſkill, by hands almighty rear'd. 
In that bad world yourſelves you've faithful ſhown, 
Lou own'd me there, and you in this I'll own. 
Fainting for hunger me you oft reliev'd, 
And burnt with thirſt I your kind aid receiv'd ; 
Wide wand'ring thro' the world, you entertain'd 
Halt naked, nor my poverty diſdain'd, 
But careful cloth'd ; when ſick your help did lend, 
Tho' even impriſon'd not forſook your friend. 
With modelt joy in their enlighten'd eyes, 
Thus humbly all the righteous hoſt replies: 
Thy mercy, not our merits, Lord, we own — 
Muſt place us by thee on thy radiant throne. 
| Much of ourſelves, of ill, ourſelves we know ; 
Such good alas, when did we ever do? 
3 Thus they — Thus will again the king rejoin, 
Thole kindneſſes I {till accounted mine 
My friends receiv'd, theſe I did ſtill record, 
Aud this great day ſhall bring their full reward. 
Then to th* unjuſt he turns, who trembling wait 
Their too well known intollerable fate. 
ultice unmix'd dwells on his angry brow, 
ho' mercy only there, and pardon now. 
N Ah! what a change, why will they not relent, 
| p ince now they may? why will they not repent ! 


Yet, yet there's hope, ins cover all their fins ; 

Then all too late, for thus their judge begins, 
Go ut, to endleſs ee res, ö 

For ſuch your choice, to endleſs worlds of woe, 

EE © firſt for thoſe loſt ſpirits that fell, 

e 'd their crimes, ba doom d to ſhare their 
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In bocher world unkind yourſelves you've ſhown ; 
Me you diſown'd, you now I here diſown ; 
Fainting for bunger, me you d not relieve, 
For thirſt you'd not one cup of water give, 
When wand'ring thris* the world ne'er entertain'd, 
Half naked, poor and mean, you me diſdain'd, 
Or cloth'd uh ſtripes, when ſick did curſes lend, 
For balm, imprilon'd, once for bread you ſend. 

With all the baſte of i impudent deſpair, 
They'll all deny, and aſk me when and where! 

To them my antwer like the laſt ſhall be, 
What to my brethren's done, is done to me. 

A place there is from heay'n's ſweet light debar'd, 
Where diſma] ſhrieks of guilty fouls are heard: 
Loud yells, deep groans, thick flripes, long clank of 
There ſalid everlaſting darkneſs reigns, [ chains, 
Even that fad fire, which on the wretched feeds, 
(Nor new ſupplies of matter ever needs,) 
Lends em no gleam, no comſortable ray, . 
But change of torments meaſure night and day, 
Hither black fiend: ſhall ſnatch th unjuſt away. 
Andon the ruins of this flaming ball, . 
Tormentors and tormented — ſhall fall, 
Whilſt to th' abyſs on waves of ſulphur toſt, 
And in that direful gulph for ever loſt. 
Not ſo "AS whb ſhall their lord attend 
To worlds ſhall know no bound, nor end. 
A place } is remov'd far, far away, 
From that faint lamp, that makes this mortal — 
A bliſsful place, that knows no clouds or ni 
But God's high throne ſcatters perpetual lig 
There an 2 live, there fints fo far refin'd, 
Their bodies ſcarce leſs glorious than their mind, 
There true eternal friendſhip all profeſa, 
There in the height of piety jor ry 
*The heaven of heavens, the height of happineſß. | 
Perfect their joys, yet ſtill their joys improve, 
For ſtill the infinite they ſee, and love. 


Here ſhall they cnter ——— 'd 
Unutterable bliſs for zver taſte”: mu 


Jo wine, and my great father's rms embrac'd,” 
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The HERMIT, 1 + fad” 
By Dr. Parnell. - £ 


AR in a wild, unknown to public view, 
From. youth to age a rev'rend hermit grew; 
The moſs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 5 
His food the fruits, his drink the chryſtal well: 
Remote from man, with God he paſs'd the days, 
Pray'r all his bus'neſs, all his pleaſure praiſe. 
A life ſo ſacred, ſuch ſerene repoſe, 
Seem'd heav'n itſelf; till one ſuggeſtion roſe, 5 
That vice ſhon'd triumph, virtue vice obey, 
This ſprung ſome doubt of providence's ſway : 
His hopes no more a certain proſpect boaſt, A 
And all the tenor of his ſoul is loſt ; 1 
So when a ſmooth expanſe receives impreſt. 
Calm nature's image on its watry breaſt, . 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow; 
And skies beneath with anſw'ring colours glow : 
But if a ſtone the gentle ſcene divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry ide, 
And glimmering fragments of a broken ſun, 
Banks, trees, and skies, in thick diſorder run. | 
To clear this doubt, to know the world by fight, 
To find if books, or ſwains report it right ; 
(For yet by ſwains alone the world he knew, 
Whoſe feet came wand'ring o'er the nightly dew.) 
He quits his cell ; the pilgrim-ſtaff he bore, 
And fix'd the ſcallop in his hat before; 
Then with the ſun a riſing journey went, 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 
The morn was waſted in the pathleſs graſs, 
And long and longſome was the wild to paſs ; | 
But when the ſouthern ſun had warm's the day, | i 
A youth came poſting o'er a croſſing way ; | 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair, 
( And ſoft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. 
(] Then near approaching, father, hail ! he cry'd,. 
| And hail, my ſon, the * ſire reply d. 


Words 


| And much he wiſh'd, but darſt not ask to part : 
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Words follow'd words, from queſtion anſwer flow'd, 
And talk of variovs kind deceiv'd the road ; 
Till each with other pleas d, and loth to part, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart : 
Thus ſtands an aged elm in ivy bound; 
Thus youthful ivy claſps an elm around. 
Now ſunk the fun; the cloſing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with ſober grey; 
Nature in ſilence bid the world repoſe; 
When near the road a ſtately roſe : 
There by the moon thro? ranks of trees they puſs, 
Whoſe verdure crown'd their ſloping ſides of graſs. 
It chanc'd the noble maſter of the dome 
Still made his houſe the wand'ring ſtranger's home + 
Yet ſtil] the kindneſs, from a thirſt of praiſe, 
Prov'd the vain flouriſh of expenſive eaſe. 
The pair arrive; the liv'ry'd ſervants wait ; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
The table groans with coſtly piles of food, 
And all is more than hoſpitably good. 
Then led to reſt, the day's long toil they drown, 
Deep ſunk in ſleep, and filk, and heaps of down. 
At length 'tis morn, and at the dawn of day 
Along the wide canals the zephyrs play; 
Freſh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And ſhake the neighb'ring wood to baniſh ſleep. 
Up riſe the gueſts, obedient to the call ; 
An early banquet deck'd the ſplendid hall; 
Rich luſcious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind maſter forc'd the gueſts to taſte. 
Then pleas'd and thankful from the porch they go: 
And, but the landlord, none had cauſe of woe; 
His cup was vaniſt'd ; for in ſecret guiſe 
The younger gueſt purloin'd the glitt'ring prize, 
As one who ſpies a ſerpent in his way, 
Gliſt' ning and basking in the ſummer ray, 
Diſorder'd ſto ps to ſhun the danger near, 
Then walks with faintneſs on, and looks with fear: 
So ſeem'd the fire 3 when far upon the road, 
The ſhining ſpoil his wily partner ſhow'd, 
He ſtopp'd with ſilence, walk'd with trembling heart, 
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Murm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
That generous actions meet a baſe reward. 


While thus they paſs, the ſun his glory ſnrouds, 


The changing skies hang out their ſable clouds ;; 
A ſound in air preſag'd approaching rain, 

And beaſts to covert ſcud a- eroſs the plain. 
Warn'd by the ſigns, the wand'ring pair retreat, 
To ſeek for ſhelter at a neighb'ring ſear. 

Twas built with turrets, on a riſing ground, 


And ſtrong, and large, and unimprov'd around ; | 


Its owner's temper tim'rous and ſevere, 
Unkind and gripping, caus'd a deſart there. 

As near the miſer's heavy doors-they drew, 
Fierce riling guſts with ſudden fury blew ; 
The nimble light'ning mix'd with ſhow'rs-began, 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Driven by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. 
At length ſome pity warm'd the maſter's breaſt, 
('T was then his threſhold firſt receiv'd a gueſt). 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care,. 
And half he welcomes in the ſhivering pair; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervor thro' their limbs recals: 
Bread of the coarſeſt ſort, with eagre wine, 
(Each hardly granted) ſerv'd them both to dine; 
And when the tempeſt firſt appear'd to ceaſe, 


A ready warning bid them part in peace. 


With ſtill remark the pond'ring hermit view'd, 


In one ſo rich, a life ſo poor and rude ; 
And why ſhould ſuch, within himſelf he cry'd, 
Lock the loſt wealth a thouſand want beſide ? 
But what new marks of wonder ſoon took place 
In ev'ry ſettling feature of his face, 
When from his veſt the young companion bore 
That cup, the gen'rous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profuſely with the precious bowl 
The Gate kindneſs of this churliſh ſoul. 
But now the clouds in airy tumult fly, 
The ſun emerging opes an azure sky; 
A freſher green the ſmelling leaves diſplay, 
And glitt ring as they —_— chear the day : 
3 | 
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The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad maſter bolts the wary gate. 
While hence they walk, the pilgrim's boſom wrought 
With all the travel of uncertain thought ; | 
His partner's acts without their cauſe appear, 


; *T'was there a vice, and ſeem'd a madneſs here: | 


ing that, and pitying this he goes, 
Loſt and confounded with the various ſhows. | 
Now night's dim ſhades again involve the sky, 0 


Again the wand' rers want a place to lye, 
Again they ſearch, and find a lodging nigh. 
The ſoil improv'd around, the manſion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great: 
It ſeem'd to {peak its maſter's turn of mind, 
Content, and not for praiſe, but virtue kind. 
Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 
Then bliſs the manſion, and the maſter greet : 
Their greeting fair, beſtow'd with modeſt guiſe, 


The courteous maſter hears, and thus replies: 


Without a vain, without a prudging heart, 
To him who gives us all, I yield a part ; 


From him you come, for him accept it here, 


A frank and ſober, more than coſtly chear. 

He ſpoke, and bid the welcome table ſpread, 

Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed, 

When the grave houſhold round his hall repair, 

Warn'd by a bell, and cloſe the hours with pray'r. 
At length the world renew'd by calm repoſe 

Was ſtrong for toil, the dappl'd morn aroſe ; 

Before the pilgrim's part, the younger crept, 

Near the clos'd craddle where an infant ſlept. 

And writh'd his neck : the landlord's little pride, 


O ftrange return ! grew black, and gaſp'd, and dy'd. 


Horror of horrors! what ! his only ſon ! 
How look'd our hermit when the fact was done? 
Not hell, iho' hell's black jaws in ſander part, 


| And breathe blue fire, could more aſſault his heart. 


Confus'd, and ſtrack with filence at the deed, 

He flies, but trembling fails to fly with ſpeed : 
His ſteps the youth purſues; the country lay 
Perplex d with roads; a ſervant ſſiew'd the way: 
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A river croſs'd the path; the paſſage o er 

Was nice to find ; the ſervant trod before; 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge ſupply'd, 

And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 
The youth who ſeem'd to watch a time to fin, 
Approach'd the careleſs guide, and thruſt him in; 
Plunging he falls, and riſing lifts his head, 
Then flaſhing turns, and ſmks among the dead. 

Wild ſparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 
He burſts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
Deteſted wretch : — but ſcarce his ſpeech began, 
When the ſtrange partner ſeem'd no longer man: 
His youthful face grew more ſerenely ſweet; 
His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet ; 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveſt his hair 
Celeſtial odours breathe thro” purpl'd air; 
And wings, whoſe colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes diſplay. 
The form etherial burſt upon his ſight, 

And moves in all the majeſty of light, 

Tho? loud at ſirſt the pilgrim's paſſion grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wiſt not what to do; 
Surprize in ſecret chains his words ſuſpends, 
And in a calm his ſettling temper ends. 

But filence here the beauteous angel broke, 
(The voice of muſic raviſh'd as he ſpoke.) 


Thy prayer, thy praiſe thy life to vice unknown, 


In ſweet memorial riſe before the throne : 
Theſe charms, ſucceſs in our bright region find, 
And force an angel down to calm thy mind ; 
For this commiſſion'd, I forſook the sky, 
Nay, ceaſe to kneel ; —— thy fellow-ſervant J. 
Then know the truth of government divine, 
And let theſe ſcruples be no longer thine. 
The maker julliy claims that world he made, 
In this the right of providence is laid; 
Its ſacred majeſty thro” all depends 
On uſing ſecond means to work his ends: 
'Tis thus, withdrawn in ſtate from human eye, 
The pow'r exerts his attributes on high; 
Your actions uſes, nor covtrouls your will, 


And bids the doubting ſons of men be ſtill, 


| 
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What ſtrange events can ſtrike with more ſurpriſe, 
Than thoſe which lately ſtruck thy wond'ring eyes ? 
Yet taught by theſe,. confeſs th' Almighty juſt, 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to truſt ! 
The great vain man, who far'd on coſtly food, 
Whoſe life was too luxurious to be good; 
Who made his iv'ry ſtands with goblets ſhine, 
And forc'd his gueſts to morning draughts of wine, 
Has, with the cup, the graceleſs cuſtom loſt. | 
And ſtill he welcomes, but with leſs of coſt. 
The mean, fuſpicious wretch, whoſe bolted door, 
Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wand'ring poor; 
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That heav'n can bleſs, if mortals will be kind. 
Conſcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
And feels compaſſion touch his grateful ſoul. 
Thus artiſts melt the ſullen ore of lead, 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head; 
In the Kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And looſe from droſs, the ſilver runs below. 
Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
But now the child half-wean'd his heart from God ; 
(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 
And meaſur'd back his ſteps to earth again. 
To what exceſſes had his dotage run ? 
But God, to ſave the father, took the ſon. 
To all but thee, in firs he ſeem'd to go, 
(And *twas my miniſtry to deal the blow.) 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the duſt, 
Now owns in tears the puniſhment was juſt. | 
But how had all his fortune felt a wrack, 
Had that falſe ſervant ſped in ſafety back? 
This night his treaſur'd heaps he meant to ſteal, 
And what a fund of charity would fail! 
Thus heav'n inſtructs thy mind; this trial o'er, 
Depart in peace, reſign, and fin no more. 
On ſounding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
| The ſage ſtood wond'ring as the ſeraph flew. 
z Thus look'd Eli/ha, when to mount on hi 
| His maſter took the chariot of the sky; 
The fiery pomp aſcending left the view; 
The prophet gaz d, and wiſh'd to follow too. 
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The bending hermit here a pray r begun, 
Lord! as in heav'n, on earth thy will be done. 
Then gladly turning, ſought his ancient place, 
And pals'd a life of piety and peace. 


— ——ph— 
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POPE" UNIVE RSAL PRAYER. 


ATHER of all! in ev'ry age, 
In ev'ry clime ador'd, 
By ſaint, by ſavage, and by ſage, 
2 * - . 
ou great ſirſt cauſe, underſtood, 
Who all my ſenſe con fin'd 
To know but this, that thou art good, 
And I myſelf am blind ; | 
Yet gave me, in this dark eſtate, 
To ſee the good from ill; 
And binding nature faſt in fate, 
Left free the human will. 
What conſcience dictates to be done, 
Or warns me not to do, 
This teach me more than hell to ſhun, 
That, more than heav'n purſue, 
What bleſſings thy free bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away; 
For God is paid when man receives : 
T' enjoy is to obey. 
Yet not to earth's contracted ſpan 
Thy goodneſs let me bound, 
Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
When thouſand worlds are round: 
Let not this weak unknowing hand 
Preſame thy bolts co — ä 
And deal damnation round the land, 
On each I judge thy foe. 
If I am right, ob | teach my heart 
Still in the right to ſtay ; 
If I am wrong, thy grace impart 
To find that better way. 
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Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 
Or impious diſcontent, 
At ought thy wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or ought thy goodheſs lent. 
Teach me to feel another's woe ; 
To hide the fault 1 ſee ; 
That mercy I to others ſhow, 
That mercy ſhow to me: 
Mean tho' I am, not wholly ſo, 
Since quicken'd by thy breath, 
Oh lead me whereſoe'er 1 go, 
Thro' this day's life or death: 
This day be bread and peace my lot ; | 
All elſe beneath the ſun © | 
Thou know'lt if beit beſtow'd or not; 
And let thy will be done. | 
To thee whole temple is all ſpace, . 
Whoſe altar, earth, ſea, skies, | 


One chorus let all being raiſe, 


All nature's incenſe riſe. 
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Thedying CHRISTIAN to his SOUL, 
o D B. By the ſame. 


* | 3 

AL ſpark of heav'nly flame! 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame: 

Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying; 

Oh the pain, the bliſs of dying! 

Ceaſe, fond nature, ceaſe thy frife; 


And let me languiſh into life. 


8 
Hark! tbey whiſper; angels ſay, 
Siſter ſpirit, come away, 0 
What is this abſorbs me quite, 
Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 
Drowns my ſpirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my ſoul, can this be death? 
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| III. 
The world recedes; it diſappears ! 
Heav'n opens on my eyes! my ears 
Wich ſounds ſeraphic ring: 
Lend, lend your wings ! I mount! I fly 
O grave, where is thy victory? 
O death, where is thy ſting ? 


The LAST DAT. 
By Mr. Young. 


BOOK L 


Tpſe pater, media nimborum in node, coruſea 
Fulmina melitur dextrd ; quo maxima motu 


Terra tremit, fugere fer.e, & mortalia corda, 
Per gentes, bumilis flravit pavor. 


VIIS. 


HIL E others ſing the fortune of the great, 
Empire and arms, and all the pornp of ſtate, 

With Britain's hero + ſet their ſouls on | 
And grow.immortal as his deeds inſpire, 
1 draw a deeper ſcene; a ſcene that yields 
A louder trumpet, and more dreadful fields; a 
The world alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o'erthrown, 
And gaſping nature's laſt tremendous groan 
Death's antient ſceptre broke, the teeming tomb, 
The righteous judge, and man's eternal doom. 

Twixt joy and pain I view the bold deſign, 
And ask my anxious heart if it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreadſul has been done, 
Within the ſight of conſcious ſtars or ſun, 
Is far beneath my daring : I look down 
On all the ſplendors of the Britiſh crown. 
This globe is for my verſe a narrow bound; 
Attend me all ye glorious worlds around ! > 
O! all ye angels, howſoe'er disjoin'd, 
Of ev'ry various order, place, and kind, 
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Hear and aſſiſt a feeble mortal's lays 4 
*Tis your eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe. 

But chiefly thou, great ruler, Lord of all! 
Before whole throne archang<ls proſtrate fall; 

IF at thy nod, from diſcord, aud from night, 
Sprang beauty, and yon (pa. kling worlds of light, 
Exalt een me; all inward tunults quell ; 

The clouds and darkneis of my mind ditpell ; 
To my great ſubject thou my breaſt inſpire, 

And raiſe my labouring foul with equal fire. 

Man ! bear thy brow aloft, view ev'ry grace 
In God's great offspring, beautcous nature's face : 
See ſpring's gay bloom; ſee golden autumn's ſtore ; 
See how earth ſmiles, and hear old ocean rore. 
Leviathans but heave their cumb'rous mail, 

It makes a tide. and wind-bound naveys lail. 
Here foreſts riſe, the mountains awful pride; 
Here rivers meaſure climes and worlds divide : 
There valleys fraught with gold's reſplendent ſeeds, 
Hold kings and kingdoms fortunes in their beds : 
There, to the skies aſpiring, hills aſcend, 

And into diſtant Iands their ſhades extend. 

View cities, armies, fleets, of flects the pride, 
See Europe's law in 415ion's channel ride. 

View the whole earth's vaſt landſkip unconfin'd, 
Or view in Britain all her glories join'd. 

Then let the firmament thy wonder raile ; 
*Twill raiſe thy wonder, but tranſcend thy praiſe, 
How far from eaſt to weſt ? the labouring eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds diſcry, 

Wide theatre ! where tempeſts play at large, 
And God's right-hand can all its wrath diicharge. 
Mark how theſe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 
Call forth the ſeaſons, and the year controul ; 
They ſhine thro” time with an unalter'd ray, 
83 d period riſe, and that decay: 

vaſt, this world's a grain ; yet myriads grace 
With golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal ſpace 
So bright, with ſuch a wealth of glory ſtor'd, 
mw fin in grits meer to have ador'd. 

w great, how facred all appears! 

How worthy an immortal round of years! 
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Yet all muſt drop, as antumn's ſicklieſt grain, 
And earth and firmament be fought in vain : 
The tract forgot where conſtellations ſhone, 
Or where the SM fill'd an awful throne : 
Time ſhall be lain, all nature be deſtroy'd, 
Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 
Sooner or later, in ſome future date, 
(A dreadful ſecret in the book of fate!) 
This hour, for aught all human wiſdom knows, 
Or when ten thouland harveſts more have roſe ; 
When ſcenes are chang'd on this revolving earth, 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While other B-urb-ns rule in other lands, 
And (if man's fin forbids not) other Annes ; 
While the ſtill buſy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 
Thoughtleſs, as thoſe who now life's mazes run, 
Of earth diſſolv' d, or an extinguiſh'd ſun, 
Ye ſublunary worlds, awake, awake ! 

Ye rulers of the nations hear and ſhake ! 
Thick clouds of darkneſs ſhall ariſe one day, 
In ſudden night all earth's dominions lay; 
Impetuous winds the ſcatter'd foreſts rend, 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend; 
The valleys yawn, the troubled ocean roar, 
And break the * of his wonted ſhore ; 
A fanguine ſtain the ſilver moon o'erſpread, - 
Darkneſs the circle of the ſun invade, 
From inmoſt heav'n inceſſant thunders roll, 
And the ſtrong echo bound from pole to pole. 

When, lo! a mighty trump; one half conceal'd 
In clouds, one halt to mortal eye reveal'd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note: the piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball; 
Th' extended circuit of creation ſhake, 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 

Oh pow'rfal blaſt ! to which no equal ſound 
Did e' er the frighted ear of nature wound, 
Tho' rival clarions have been ſtrain'd on high, 
And kindled wars immortal thro' the sky, 
Tho' God's whole engin'ry diſcharg'd, and all 
The rebel angels ellow'd i their fall, 
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Have angels ſiun'd? and ſhall not man beware ? 
How ſhall a fon of earth decline the ſnare ? 
Not folded arms, and flackneſs of the mind, 
Can promiſe for the ſafety of mankind ; 
None are ſupinely good: thro" care and pain, 
And various arts, the ſteep. aſcent we gain. 
This is the ſcene of combat, not of reſt, 
Man's is laborious happineſs at beſt ; 
On this fide death his dangers never ceaſe, 
His joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 

If then, obſeqiuous to the will of fate, 
And bending to the terms of human ſtate, 
When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 
When beauty ſmiles, or grandeur ſpreads her charms, 
The conſcious ſoul would this great ſcene diſplay, 
Call down th' immortal hoſts in dread array, 
The trumpet found, the Chriſtian banner (ſpread, 
And raiſe from ſilent graves the trembling dead.; 
Such deep impreſſion would the picture make, 
No pow'r on earth her firm reſolve could ſhake ; 
Engag'd with angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
And look regardleſs down on ſea and land; 
Not profer'd worlds her ardour could reſtrain, 
And death might ſhake his threatning launce in vain ; 
Her certain conquelt would endear the fight, 
And danger ſerve but to ſupply delight. 

Inſtructed thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring, 
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Whence flow the terrors of that day I 
| More boldly we our labours may purſue, 
And all the dreadful image ſet to view. 

The ſparkling eye, the ſleek and painted breaſt, 
The burniſh'd ſcale, curl d train, and rifing creſt, 
All that is lovely in the noxious ſnake, 

Provokes our fear, and bids us fly the brake; 
The ſting once drawn, his guiltleſs beauties riſe 
In pleaſing luſtre, and detain our eyes ; 

We view with joy, what once did horror move, 
And ſtrong averſion ſoftens into love. 

Say then, my muſe, whom diſmal ſcenes delight, 
Frequent at tombs, and in the realms of night; 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare 
The laſt extremes of terror and deſpair ; 


— 
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Oh ſay, what change on earth, what heart in man, 

This blackeſt moment ſince the world began. 
Ah mournful turn ! the bliſsful earth, who late 

At leiſure on her axle roll'd in ſtate ; 

While thouſand golden planets knew no reſt, 

Still onward in their circling journey preſt; 

A grateful change of ſeaſons ſome to bring, 

And ſweet viciſſitude of fall and fpring ; 

Some thro' vaſt oceans to conduct the keel, 

And ſome thole watry worlds to fink or ſwell ; 

Around her ſome their ſplendors to diſplay, 

And gild her globe with tributary day; 

This world ſo great, of joy the bright abode, 

Heav'n's darling child, and fav'rite. of her God, 

Now looks an exile from her father's care, 

Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and — 

No ſun in radiant glory ſhines on high, 

No light but from the terrors of the ſky : 

Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loſt, 

And all into a ſecond Chaos toſt.: 

One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad, 

Nothing is ſafe beneath the throne of God. 
Such, carth, thy fate ! what then canſt thou afford 

To comfort and ſupport thy guilty lord, 5 

Man, haughty of all beneath the moon ? 

How muſt he bend his ſoul's ambition down, 

Proſtrate the reptile own, and diſavow 

His boaſted ſtature and aſſuming brow ? 

Claim kindred with the clay, and curſe his form, 

That ſpeaks diſtinction from his ſiſter worm? 

What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ? 

Lord, why doſt thou forſake whom thou haſt made? 

Who can ſuſtain thy anger? who cau ſtand ? 

Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand ? 

It flies the reach of thought l oh! fave me, Power 

Of pow'rs ſu , in that tremendous hour ! 

Thou who, beneath the frown of fate has ſtood 

And in thy dreadful agony ſweat blood ; 

Thou who, for me, thro” every throbbing vein, 


3 


Has felt the keeneſt edge of mortal pain ; 
Whom death led captive thro the realms below, 
And taught thoſe horrid myſteries of woe ; 
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Defend me, O my God ! oh fave me, Pow'r 
Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour ! 

From caſt to welt they fly, from pole to line, 
Imploring ſhelter from the wrath divine ; 

Beg flames to wrap, or whelming ſeas to fweep, 
Or rocks to yawn, compaſſionately deep; 

Seas caſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 
And rocks but priſon up for wrath to come, 

So fares a traitor to an carthly crown, 
While death fits threat'ning in his prince's frown, 
His heart's dilmay'd ; and now his fears command 
To change his native for a diſtant land: 

Swift orders fly, the king's ſevere decree 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the fea ; 
The port he ſeeks, obedient to her lord, 
Huzls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 

But why this idle toil to paint that day! 
This time elaborately thrown away ? 

Words all in vain pant after the diltreſs, 
The height of eloquence would make it leſs ; 
Heav'ns ! e'cn the man trembles, — 

And is there a laſt day ? and muſt there come 
A ſure, a fix'd, inexorable doom? 

Ambition, ſwell ! and, thy proud fails to ſhow, 
Take all the winds that vanity can blow, 

Wealth on a golden mountain blazing ſtand, 

And reach an Iudia forth in cither hand 

Spread all thy purple cluſters, tempting vine, 

And thou, more dreaded foe, bright beauty ſhine ; 
Shine all ; in all your charms together nile, 

That all, in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, 

While I mount upward on a ſtrong deſire, 

poi nm Elijah, in a car of fire. 0 

In hopes of glory to be quite involy'd ! 

To file at death 75 de diſſolv'd! 
From our decays a pleaſure to receive ! 

And kindle into tranſport at a grave ! 

What <quals this? and ſhall the victor now 
Boaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Religion] oh thou cherub, heavenl 4a | 
Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomleſs delight 
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Thou, 
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Thou, thou art all; nor find I in the whole 
Creation aught, but God and my own ſoul. 
dor ever then, my Gal, thy God adore, 

Nor let the brute creation praiſe him more. 
Shall things inanimate m — blame, 
And fluſh my conſcious cheek with ſpreading ſname 
They all for him purſue, or quit their end; 
The mounting flames their burning pow'r ſuſpend : 
In ſolid heaps th* unfrozen billows fland, 
To reſt and ſilence awd by his command: 
Nay, the dire monſters that infeſt the flood, 
By nature dreadful, and a-thirſt for blood, 
His will can calm, their ſavage tempers bind, 
And turn to mild proteQors of mankind. 
Did not the prophet this great truth maintain. 
In. the deep chambers of the gloomy main ; 
When darkneſs round him all her horrors ſ. 
And the ſea billow'd o'er his ſinking head 

When now the thunder rores, the lightning flies, 
And all the warring winds tumultuous riſe ; 
When now the foaming ſurges toſt on _ 
Diſcloſe the ſands beneath, and touch the 
_ . When death draws near, the mariners, ag 
Look back with terror on their actions paſt, | 
Their courage ſickens into deep diſmay, 
Their hearts thro” fear and anguiſh melt away, 
Nor tears nor pray rs the tempeſt can 3; 
Now they devote their treaſure to the 
Unload their ſhatter'd „ tho richly 2 
And think the hopes of life are chea ly bought 
With gems and gold; but oh! the ſo high, 
Nor gems, nor gold, the hopes af life can buy. 

e trembling prophet then, themſelves to ſave, 

They headlong plunge into the briny wave; 
Down he deſcends, and booming o er his head 
The billows clole, he's d with the dead; 
(Hear, O ye juſt i attend ye virtuous few! 
And the bright paths of piety purſue.) 
Lo ! the great ruler of the world, from > 
Looks ſmiling down with a propitious 
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Commauds the peaceful waters to give place, 
Or kindly fold them in a ſoft embrace: 
He bridles in the monſters of the deep, 
The bridl'd monſters awful diſtance kee p: 
Forget their hunger, while they view their prey, 
And guiltleſs gaze, and round the ſtranger play. | 
But {till arile new wonders! nature's Lord | 
Sends forth into the deep his pow'rful word, 
And calls the leviathan : the great 
Leviathan — all bis ſtate ; 22 
Exults for joy, and with a mighty bound _ 
Makes the ſea ſhake, and heav'n and earth reſound ; 
Blackens the waters with the riſing ſand, 
And drives vaſt billows to the diſtant land. 
As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon'd air 
Struggles for vent, and lays the centre bare, 
The whale expands his jaws enormous ſize, 
The prophet views the cavern with ſurprize; a 
Meaſures his monſtrous teeth afar deſcry d, 
And rolls his wond'ring eyes from fide to fide ;. 
Thea takes poſſeſſion of the ſpacious ſeat, 
Ard fails ſecure within the dark retreat. 
Now is he pleas'd the northern blaſt to hear, 
And hangs on liquid mountains void of fear ; 
Or falls immers'd into the deeps below, 
Where the dead filent waters never flow ; 


Io the foundations of the hills convey d, 


Dwells in the ſhelving mountains dreadful ſhade ; 
Where plummet never reach'd he draws his breath, 
And glides ſerenely thro” the paths of death. 

Two wondrous days and nights thro' coral groves, 
Thro' labyrinths of rocks and ſands he roves: 
When the third morning with its level rays 
The mountain gilds, and on the billows plays, 
u ſees the. king of waters riſe, and pour 
His facred gueſt uninjur'd on the ſhore : 

A type of that great bleſſing, which the muſe 
In her next labour ardently purſues. 
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-e hope that the departed will riſe again from the 


duft ; after which, like the Gods, they will be immor- 
a: 


OW man awakes, and from his filent bed, 
Where he has flept for ages, lifts his head ; 
+ Shakes off the ſlumber of ten thoutand years, 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. 
* Whate'er the bold, the raſh adventure coſt, 
In wide eternity I dare be loſt. 
The muſe is wont in narrow bounds to fin 
To teach the ſwain, or celebrate the king. 
I graſp the whole, no more to parts cont'd, 
I lift my voice, and ſing to human kind: 
I fing to men and angels; angels join, 
While ſuch the theme, their ſacred ſongs with mine. 
Again the trumpet's intermitted found . 
Rolls the wide circuit of creation round, 
An univerſal congreſs to prepare 
Of all that ever breath'd the vital air : 
In ſome wide field, which active whirlwinds ſweep, 
Drive cities, forefts, mountains to the deep, 
To ſmooth and lengthen out th" unbounded ſpace, 
And ſpread an area for all human race. 
Now monuments prove faithful to their truſt, 
And render back their long committed duſt. 
Now charnels rattle ; ſcatter'd limbs, and all 
The various bones, obſequious to the call, 
Self-moy'd advance ; the neck perhaps to meet 
The diſtant head, the diſtant legs, the feet. 
Dreadful to view, ſee through the duſky ſky, 
Fragments of bodies in ſion fly, 
To diſtant regions jourheying, there to claim 
Deſerted members, and complete the frame. 


When 
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When the world bow'd to Rome's almighty fword, 
Rome bow'd to Pompey, and confels'd ker fed ; 
Yet, one day loſt, the deity below 
Became the ſcorn and pity of his foe; 
His blood a traitor's ſacrifice was made, 
And {mok'd indignant on a rufhan's blade. 
No trumpet's ſound, no gaſping army's yell, 
Bid, with due horror, his great foul farewel. 
Obſcure his fall! all welt'ring in his gore, 
His trunk was calt to periſh on the ſhore ! 
While Julius frown'd the bloody monſter dead, 
Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 
This ſever'd head and trunk ſhall join once more, 
Tho' realms now riſe between. and oceans rore. 
The trumpet's ſound each vagrant mote ſhall hear, 
Or fix'd in earth, or if afloat in air, 
Obey the ſignal wafted in the wind, 
And not one ſleeping atom lag behind. 

So ſwarming bees, that, on a ſummer's day, 
In airy rings and wild meanders play, 
Charm'd with the brazen ſound their wandrings end, 
And gently circling on a bough deſcend. 

The body thus renew'd, the conſcious ſoul, 
Which has perhaps been flutt'ring near the pole, 
Or midſt the burning planets wond'ring ſtray d, 
Or hover'd o'er where her pale corps was laid; 
Or rather coaſted on her final ſtate, 

And fear'd, and wiſh'd for her appointed fate: 
This ſoul, returning with a conſtant flame, 

Now weds forever her immortal frame. 

Life, which ran down before, ſo high is wound, 
The ſprings maintain an everlaſting round, 

Thus a frail model of the work defign'd 

Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, 

Before the ſtructure, firm with laſting oak, 

And marble bowels of the ſolid rock, 

Turns the ſtrong arch, and bids the columns riſe, 
And bear the lofty palace to the ſkies; . 
The wrongs of time enabled to ſurpaſs, 

With bars of adamant and ribs of braſs, 
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That ancient, ſacred, and illuſtrious + dome, 
Where ſoon or late fair A/bian's heroes come, 
From camps and courts, tho” great, and wile, and juſt, 
To feed the worm and moulder into duſt ; 
That folemn manſion of the royal dead, 

Where paſling ſlaves o'er ſleeping monarchs tread, 

Now populous o'erflows: a numerous race 
Of riſing kings fill all th' extended ſpace: 

A life well ſpent, not the victorious ſword, 

Awards the crown, and ſtiles the greater lord. 
Nor monuments alone, and burial-earth, 
Labour with man to this his ſecond birth; 

But where ga aces in pomp ariſe, 

And Aae Lows invade the fkies, 

Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unreſpected bones 

Support the pride of their luxurious ſons. 

The moft magnificent, and coſtly dome; 

Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 

No ſpot on earth but has ſupply'd a grave, 

And human ſkulls the ſpacious ocoan pave. 

All's full of man, and, at this dreadful} turn, 

The ſwarm ſhall iſſue, and the hive ſhall burn. 

Not all at once, nor in like manner riſe: 

Some lift with pain their ſlow unwilling eyes; 

Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 

And bleſs the grave, and call for laſting night. 

Others, whoſe long-attempted virtue ſtood 

Fix'd as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood, 

Whoſe firm reſolve, nor beauty could melt down,. 

Nor raging tyrants from their poſture frown; 

Such in this day of horrors ſhall be ſeen, 

To face the thunders with a godlike mein: 

The planets drop, their thoughts are fix'd above; 

The centre ſhakes, their heads diſdain to move : 

An earth diſſolving, and a heav'n thrown wide, 

A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fide, 

Serene thy view, impatient of delay, 

And bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 

Oh wondrous change! what unknown objects riſe, 
Shake my belief, and fill me with ſurprize ? _ 
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Here proſtrate falls, their ſtrength gives place; 
Here r (mile, there beauty hides her face. 
Chriſtians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 
A blended throng, one undiſtinguiſh'd band. 
Some who perhaps by mutual wounds expir'd, 
With zeal for their Akne perſuaſions fir d, 
In mutual friendſhip their long ſlumber break, 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. 

But none are fluſh'd with brighter joy, or, warm 
With juſter confidence, enjoy the ſtorm, 
Than thoſe, whole pious bounties, unconfin'd, 
Have made them publick fathers of mankind. 
In that illuſtrious rank, what ſhining light, 
With ſuch diſtinguiſh'd glory, fills my fight ? 
Bend down, my grateful mule, that homage ſhow 
Which to ſuch worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickham). Fox! Chichley! hail illuſtrious *® names, 
| Who to far diſtant times diipenſe your beams; 
Beneath your ſhades, and near your cryſtal ſprings, 
I firſt preſum'd to touch the trembling ſtrings. 
All hail thrice-honour'd! twas your great renown: 
To bleſs a people, and oblige a crown. 


Thoſe happy 
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His foul to due returns of grateful praiſe, 

For bounty ſo profule to human kind, 

Thy wondrous gift ef an eternal mind? 

Shall I, who ſome few years ago was leſs 5 

Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow can expreſs, 

Was nothing; ſhall 1 live, when ev'ry fire 

Of ev'ry ſtar ſhall languiſh 3 

When earth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 

And thro' the radiant files of angels move? * 
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Or, as before the throne of God I ſtand, . 
See new worlds rolling from his ſpacious hand, 
Where our adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 
As we now tell how Michael ſung or fought ? 
All that has being in full concert join, 
And celebrate the depths of love divine! * 
But oh! before this bliſsful ſtate, before 
Th' aſpiring foul this wondrous height can ſoar, 
The Judge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 
And all mankind is ſummon'd to the bar. 
This mighty ſcene I next preſume to draw: 
Attend, great ANN A, with religious awe. 
Expect not here the known ſucceſsful arts 
To win attention, and command our hearts: 
Fiction be far away, let no machine 
Deſcending here, no fabled god be ſeen; 
Boehold the God of gods indeed deſcend, 
And worlds unnumber'd his approach attend. 
Lol the wide theatre, whole ample ſpace 
Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 
At heav'n's all-pow'rful edict is prepar'd, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes, provinces, dominions, worlds o'erflow 
The mighty plain, and deluge all below : 
And every age and nation pours along,; 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng : 
Adam ſalutes his youngeſt ſon; no fign 
Of all thoſe ages which their births disjoin. 
How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart ? 
What volumes have been ſwell'd, what time been ſpent, 
To fix a hero's hirth-day or deſcent ? | 
What joy muſt it now yield, what raptures raiſe, 
To ſee the glorious race of ancient days? 


To thoſe worthies, who perhaps have ſtood 
Jllaffriouson record before the flood? 
Alas! a nearer care your foul demands, 
Ce/ar unnoted in your preſence ſtands. 

How vaſt the concourſe, not in number more 
The waves that break on the reſounding ſhore, 
The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 


The lamps that gild the ſpangled above, 
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Thoſ overwhelming armics, whelc command 
Said to one empire, Put another, ſtand : 
Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn 
Rouz'd the broad front, and call'd the battle on: 
Great Xerxes world in arms, proud Ganne's field, 
Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield, 
(Another blow had broke the fates decree, 
And carth had wanted her fourth monarchy.) 
Immortal Blenbeim, fam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 
They all are here, and here they all are loſt: 
Their millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 
Loſt as a billow in th' unbounded main. 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air, 
For judgment, judgment, ſons of men prepare !' 
Earth ſhakes a-new, I bear her groans protound, 

And hell thro? all her trembling realms reſound. 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greateſt pow'r of earth, 
Bleſt with moſt equal planets at thy birth ; 
Whole valour drew the molt ſucceſsful ſword, 
Moſt realms united in one common lord; 
Who on the day of triumph ſaid'ſt, be thine 
The ſkies, I HO van, all the world is mine: 
Dare not to lift thine cye. alas ! my muſe 
How art thou loſt ? what numbers canſt thou chule ? 

A ſudden bluſh inflames the waving ſky, 
And now the crimſon curtains open fly; 
Lo! far within, and far above all keight, 
Where heav'n's t Soy'reign reigns in worlds of light ; 
Whence nature he informs, and, with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works ſurvey, 
Creates, ſupports, confounds ! where time and place, 
Matter and form, and fortune, life and 5 
Wait humbly at the footſtool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awful nod; 
Whence he beholds his vagrant emmets crawl 
At random on this air-ſuſpended ball, 
(Speak of creation) if he pour one breath, 
The bubble breaks, and tis eternal death. 

Thence iſſuing I behold (but mortal ſight 

Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing ſea of light) 
I ſee on an empyreal flying throne, 
Awfully rais'd, heav'n's everlaſting Son; 
| Crown'd 


( 133 ) 
Crown'd with that majeſty which form'd the world, 
And the grand rebel flaming dowuward hurl'd, 
Virtue, dominion, praiſe, omnipotence, 
Support the train of their triumphant prince. 
A zone, beyond the thought of angels bright, 
Around him, like the zodiac, winds its light. 
Night ſhades the ſolemn arches of his brows, 
And in his cheek the purple morning glows. 
Where'er ſerene he turns propitious eyes, 
Or we expect, or find a paradiſe : 
But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames. 
On one hand knowledge ſhines in pureſt light, 
On one the {word of juſtice fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in ſport, preſent the reed, 
Now tell the ſcourg'd impoſtor he ſhall bleed ! 
But oh! ye ſons of men, exalt your voice, 
And bid the foul thro' all her pow'rs rejoice : 
Mercy, his darling, in his boſom found, 
Scatters ambroſial odours all around; 
Unbends his brow, and mitigates his frown, 
And ſooths his rage, and melts his thunder down. 
My thoughts are chang'd ; now man exalt thine eye, 
In thy dread Judge thy dear Redeemer ſpy ; 
Ev'n Judas ſtruggles his diſpair to quell ; 
Hope almoſt bloſſoms iu the ſhades of hell. 
Thus glorious thro? the courts of heav'n, the ſource 
Of life and death eternal bends his courſe ; 
Loud thunders round him roll, and light'nings play, 
Th' angelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: 
Some touch the ſtring, ſome ſtrike, the ſounding ſhell, 
And mingling voices with rich concert ſwell ; 
Voices ſeraphic, bleſt with ſuch a ſtrain, 
Could fatan hear, he were a god again : 
All heav'n ſhines forth, in all her pomp compleat, 
For God himſelf, magnificently great. 
Triumphant King of glory! foul of bliſs! 
What a ſtupendous turn of fate is this ? 
O ! whither art thou rais'd above the ſcorn 
And indigence of him in Bethlem born, 
A needy, helpleſs, unaccounted gueſt, 
And but a ſecond to the i "ae beaſt ? 
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How chang'd from him who meekly proſtrate laid, 

Vouchſaf'd to waſh the feet himſelf had made! 

From him who was betray d, forſook, deny d, 

Wept, languiſh'd, pray'd, bled, thirſted, groan'd and dy d; 

Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the foc, 

All heav'n in tears above, earth unconcern'd below? 
And was't enough to bid the ſun retire? 

Why did not nature at thy groan expire ? 

I fee, I hear, I feel the pangs divine, 

The world is vaniſh'd -— 1 am wholly thine. 
Miſtaken Caiaphasr! ahl which blaſphem'd, 

Thou or thy pris'ner? which ſhall be condemn'd? 

Well might'ſt thou rend thy garments, well exclaim, 

Deep are the horrors of et flame ! 

But God is good! *tis wondrous all! ev'n he 

Thou gav'ſt to death, ſhame, torture, died for thee. 
Now the deſcending triumph ſtops its flight 

From earth full twice a planetary height. 

There all the clouds, condens'd, two columns raiſe 

Diſtinct with orient veins and golden blaze. 

One fix d on earth, and one on ſea, and round 

Its ample foot the ſwelling billows found. 

Theſe an immeaſurable arch ſupport, 

The grand tribunal of this awful court. 

Sheets of bright azure, from the purelt (ky, 

Stream from the cryſtal arch, and round the columns fly. 

Death wrapt in chains low at the baſis lyes, 

And on the point of his own arrow dies. 
Here high enthron'd th' eternal Judge is plac'd, 

With all the grandeur of his Godhead grac'd ; 

Stars on his robes in beautcous order meet, 

And the ſun burns beneath his dreadful feet. 
Now an archangel, eminently bright, 

From off his ſilver ſtaff of wondrous height, 

Unfurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 

And ſhuts-and opens more than half the ſkies : 

The crols fo ſtrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain, 

Where'er it floats, on earth, in air, or main; 

Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, 

And turns the deep-dy'd ocean into blood. 
Oh formidable glory! dreadful bright ! 
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Ah turn, unwary muſe; nor dare reveal 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell. 
Say not, (to make the ſun ſhrink in, his beam) 
Dare not affirm, they wiſh it all a dream ; 
Wiſh, or the fouls may with their limbs decay, 
Or God be ſpoil'd of his eternal ſway ; 
But rather, if thou know'ſt the means, unfold 
How they with tranſport may the ſcene behold. 
Ah how ! but- by repentance, by a mind 
Quick and ſevere its own offence to find ? 
By tears, and groans, and never- ceaſing care 
And all the pigus violence of prayer ? 
Thus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
I caſt my heart before th' eternal throne, 
In this great temple, which the ſkies ſurround, 
For homage to its Lord, a narrow bound. 
O thou! whoſe balance does the mountains weigh, 
* Whoſe will the vaſt. tumultuous ſeas obey ;. 
© Whoſe breath can turn thoſe watry worlds to flame, 
© That flame to tempeſt, and that tempeſt tame ; 
© Earth's meaneſt ſon, with-trembling, proſtrate falls, 
© And on the plenty of thy goodnels calls. 
© Ah! give the winds all paſt offence to ſweep, 
© To ſcatter wide, and bury in the deep: 
© Thy pow'r, my weakneſs, may I ever ſee, 
© And wholly dedicate my foul to thee. 
© Reign o'er my will; my paſſions ebb and flow 
© At thy command, nor human motive know !_ 
© If anger boil, let anger be my praiſe, 
© And fin the graceful indignation raiſe. 
My love be warm to ſuccour the diſtrefs'd, 
And lift the burden from the ſoul oppreſs d. 
© Oh! may my underſtanding ever read | 
This glorious volume, which thy wiſdom made! 
Who decks the maiden ſpring with flow'ry pride? 
* Who calls forth ſummer like a ſparkling bride ? 
Who joys the mother-autumn's bed to crown ? 
. my old 22 lay her 2 down ?. 
ot t t Ottoman, or greater Czar 
Not —2 arbitreſs of peace and war. 
* May fea and land, and earth and heay'n be join'd, 
Jo bring th' eternal Author to my mind ! 
M 2 When 
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When oceans roar, or awful thunders roll, 
© May thoughts of thy dread vengeance ſhake my ſoul ; 
© When earth's in bloom, or planets proudly ſhine, 
© Adore my heart the majeſty divine. 
© Thro' every ſcene of life, or peace, or war, 
Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care! 
© Shine we in arms? or ſing beneath our vine? 
© Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt thine : 
© Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft, and bends the bow ; 
© The cluſter blaſts, or bids it richly flow; 
is thou that lead'ſt our powerful armies forth, 
And giv'ſt great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the north. 
© Grant I may ever, at the morning ray, 
Open with pray'r the confecrated day; 
© Tune thy great praiſe, and bid my ſoul ariſe, 
© And with the mounting ſun aſcend the skies? 
© As that advances, let my zeal improve, 
And glow with ardour of confummate love; 
© Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting ſun 
My endleſs worſhip ſhall be ſtill begun. 
© And Oh! permit che gloom of folemn night 
© To facred thought may forcibly invite. 
© When this world's ſhut, and awful planets riſe, 
Call on our minds, and raiſethem to the skies: 
© Compoſe our ſouls with a leſs dazzling fight, 
© And ſh:w all nature in a milder light 
© How every boiſtrous thought in calm ſubſides 
How the fmooth'd ſpirit into goodneſs glides 
O how divine ! to tread the milky way, 
© To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 
© His court admire, or for his favour ſue, 
© Or leagues of friendſhip with his ſaints renew 
© Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the world aſleep, 
© While 1 long vigils to its founder keep, 
© Canſt thou not ſhake the centre? Oh controul, 
© Subdue by force the rebel in my ſoul : 
© Thou who canſt ſtil] the raging of the flood, 
6 Reltrain the various tumults of m blood ; 
: Teach me with equal firmneſs to ſuſtain 
© Alluriag pleaſure and aſſaulting pain. 
© O may I pant for thee in each defire ! 
And with ſtrong faith foment the holy fire . 
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© Stretch out my ſoul in hope, and graſp the prize, 
© Which in eternity's deep boſom Fes? as 
At the great day of recompence behold, 

© Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold ! 

Then, wafted upward to the bliſsful ſeat, 
From age to age my grateful ſong repeat; 

My light, my life, my God, my Saviour ſee, 
© And rival angels in the praiſe of thee. 


ed 


BOOK IM. 


Eſe quoque in fatis reminiſcitur aſſore tempus, 
WV mare, quo tellus, correptague regia cæli 


rdeat, et mundi males eperoſa laboret. 
| OviD, Mar. 


1 book unfolding, the reſplendent ſeat 

Of ſaints and angels, the tremendous ſate 
Of guilty ſouls, the gloomy realms of woe, 
And all the horrors of the world below, 
I next preſume to ling : what yet remains 
Demands my laſt, but moſt exalted ſtrains. 
And let the muſe or now affect the ſky, 
Or in inglorious ſhades for ever lye. 
She kindles, ſhe's inflam'd ſo near the goal; 
She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry pole; 
The world grows leſs as ſhe purſues her flight, 
And the ſun darkens to her diſtant ſight. 
Heav'n opening, all its ſacred pomp diſplays, 
And overwhelms her with the ruſhing blaze! 
The triumph rings! archangels ſhout around ! 
And echoing nature lengthens out the ſound ! 

Ten thouſand trumpets now at once advance; 

| Now deepeſt filence lulls the vaſt expanſe; 

So deep the ſilence, and ſo ſtrong the blaſt, 
As nature died, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt. 
Nor man nor angel moves ; the Judge on bigh 
Looks round, and with his glory fills the sky: 
Then on the fatal book his hand he lays, 
Which high to view ſupporting ſeraphs raiſe ; 
In ſolemn form the rituals are prepar'd, 

| The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard, 
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Not guilty fear, nor fancy's ſelf can draw 
A „ of greater awe. 
And thou, my ſoul, (oh! fall to ſudden prayer, 
And let the thought {link deep!) ſhalt thou be there? 

See on the left, (for by the great command 
The throng divided falls on either hand) 
How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene, 
What more than death in every face and mein ! 
With what diſtreſs, and glarings of affright, _ 
They ſhock the heart, and turn away the ſight ? 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll, 
And tell the horrid ſecrets of the ſoul. 
Each geſture mourns, each look is black with care, 
Andev'ry groan is laden with deſpair. 
Reader, if guilty, ſpare the muſe, and find 
A truer image pictur'd in thy mind. 

Should'ſt. thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 
And all the ſoft companions of thy life, 
Whoſe blended int'reſts levell'd at one aim, 
Whoſe mix'd defires ſent up one common flame, 
Divided far ; thy wretched ſelf alone 
Caſt on the left, of all whom thou haft known; 
How would it wound? what millions would'ſt thou give 
For one more trial, one'day more to live ? 
Flung back in time an hour, a moment's ſpace, 
To graſp with eagerneſs the means of grace ; 
Contend for mercy with a pious rage, 
And in that moment to redeem an age ? 
Drive back the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 
Reſtrain the ſan; but ſtill of this deſpair. 

Mark, on the right, how amiable a grace ! 
Their Maker's image freſh in ev'ry face 
What purple bloom my raviſh'd ſoul admires, 
And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires ! 
Triumphant beauty! charms that rife above 
This world, and in bleſt angels kindle love! 
To the great judge with holy pride they turn, 
And dart behold th' Almighty's anger burn; 
Its flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its terror rite, 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. 
Are theſe the forms that moulder'd in the duſt ? 
Oh the tranſcendent glory of the juſt! 
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Yet (till ſome thin remains of fear and doubt, 
Th' infected brightneſs of their joy pollute. | 

Thus the chalt bridegroom, when the prieſt draws nigh, 
Beholds his bleſſing with a trembling eye. 
Feels doubtful paſſions throb in every. vein, 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain, 
Leſt ſtill ſome interveening chance ſhovld riſe, 
Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the glorious prize, 
Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 
And ſtab him in the criſis of his fate. 

Since Adam's family, from firſt to laſt, 
Now into one diſtinct ſurvey is caſt, 
Look round, vain=glorious muſe, and you whoc'er 
Devote yourſelves to fame, and think her fair, 
Look round, and view the lights of human race, 
Whole ſhining acts time's brighteſt annals grace; 
Who founded ſects, crowns conquer'd, or relign'd, 
Gave names to nations, or fam'd empires join'd ; 
Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low, 
And taught obedient rivers where to flow; 
Who with valt fleets, as with a mighty chain, 
Could bind the madneſs of the roaring main ; 
All loſt! all undiſtinguiſh'd ! no where found! 
How will this truth in Bourbon's palace ſound ? 
Round gilded roofshow heavy will it fly? 
With what a weight on crowns and ſceptres lye ? 
Ev'en great and good Auguſtus is not ſeen, 
Nor haughty Baby/on's victorious queen. 

What then is he,+ who, midſt the radiant bands 
Of ſpotleſs ſaints and laurel'd martyrs, ſtands, 
Conlpicuous from afar ? whoſe rays ſo bright 
Sollicit and attract the raviſh'd fight ; 

In whom I ſee two diſtant virtues join'd, 

A royal greatneſs, and an humble mind ; 

His lifted hands, his lofty neck ſurround, 

lo hide the ſcarlet of acircling wound; 

Th' Almighty j bends foreward from his throne, 
Theſe ſcars to mark, and then regards his own. 
 Ferufalem's foundations groan aloud, 

And Albion inks beneath her ambient flood. 
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Not far, me thinks, I kindred-features trace 
In a maje'ic, tho” a female face, 

Her conſort by ; around them ſmiling move 
The beauteous bloſſoms of their fruitful love: 
Known of their parents, they their parents know, 
Their boſoms with a double tranſport glow ; 

Bleſt in themſelves, but more than bleſt to find 

All held molt dear, in equal bleſſing join d. 

In one ſuperior majeſty appears, 

Advanc'd in beauty, as advanc'd in years. 

What melting ſweetneſs, what commanding grace 
Meet on his brow like victory and peace? 

Oh ! to what fav'rite part of human kind- 

Was this ſo great, but dangerous gift deſign d? 
What nation humbly cou'd enjoy his reign ? 

If loſt, with patience ſach a loſs ſuſtain ? 

Ah, ſay Britannia, whence this vengeance flow'd Z 
Haſt thou not yet atton'd thy martyr's blood ? 
Eduard and Henrys ſtill aloud reſound ; 
Kor are their names in greater G/s/ter drown'd ; 
Oh ! what a godlike race in bim is loſt ! 
What has his death ev'n future ages coſt ? 

But us'd with art, and rightly underſtood, 
All diſpenſations from above are good; 
And tho” with frightful aſpe@ they ſurpriſe, 
Molt ills are only bleſſings in diſguiſe. 
Oh! happy iſſue! to whom ne'er was known 
The bright temptations ſparkling from a throne ; 
Great parents, who thoſe bright temptations knew, 
Knowing engag*d, engaging overthrew. 

Now, juſt reward! celeſtial crowns incloſe 

With deathleſs glories your victorious brows. 

For ſee the volume vaſt, ſince time began 

Juſt regiſter of all beneath the ſun, 

Is thrown full wide; peace ocean ! filence lull 

The ſounding winds ! ye ſpheres forbear to roll ! 
Hear, O creation, thy great Maſter ſpeak ! | 
Now firſt for guilty man bleſt angels ſhake. 

That hour, on which th* Almi ing on hi 
From all eternity has fix'd his 2 AY gh 
Whether his right-hand favour'd, or annoy'd, 
Continu'd, alter'd, threaten'd, or deſtroy'd, 
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Southern or eaſtern ſceptre downward hurl'd, 
Gave north and weſt dominion o'er the world; 
The point of time, for which the world was built, 
For which the blood of God himſelf was ſpilt, 
That dreadful moment is arriv'd. 

Aloft the ſeats of bliſs their pomp diſplay, 
op ph than brightneſs, the diſtinguiſh'd day; 
Leſs glorious, when of old th' eternal Son 
From realms of night return'd with trophies won; 
Thro' heav'n's high gates, when he triumphant rode, 
And ſhouting angels hail'd the victor G 
Horrors beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, hell 
Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell ; 
A furnace formidable, deep and wide, 

O'erboiling with a mad fulphureous tide; 
Expands its jaws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey; 
And roars outrageous for the deſtin'd prey. 
The ſons of light ſcarce unappal'd look down, 
And nearer preſs heav'n's everlaſting throne. 

Such is the ſcene, and one ſhort moment's ſpace 

Concludes the hopes and fears of human race. 
Proceed who dares 1 tremble as I write; 
The whole creation ſwims before my light; 
: . I ſee the Judge's frowning brow; 
not *tis diſtant, I behold ĩt now 
y aint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, \ 
My foul —. at the ſtupenduous woe; 
That woe, thoſe pangs, which from the guilty breaſt, 
In theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. 

© Who burſt the barriers of my peaceful grave? 
Ah! cruel death, that would no longer ſave, 
But grudg'd me ev'n that narrow dark abode, 

* And caſt me out into the wrath of God; 

* Where ſhrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling chain, 

And all the dreadful ce of pain 

© © Ouron > black fire's mali ary ght, 
The ſole refreſhment of the my ry; fight, - 

* Muſt all thoſe pow'rs heav'n gave me to ſupply 
© My foul with pleaſure, and bring in my joy, 
© Riſe up in arms againſt me, join the foe, 

« Senſe, reaſon, memory, increaſe my woe ! 


© And. 
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* And ſhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell, 
© Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell? 
Oh ! muſt I Jook with terror on my gain, 
And with exiſtence only meaſure pain ? 
What! no reprieve, no leaſt indulgence giv'n, 
No beam of hope from any point of heav'n }- 
© Ah! mercy! mercy! art thou dead above ? 
© Is love extinguiſh'd in the ſource of love? 
© Bold that I am, did heav'n ſtoop down to hell? 
© Tl expiring Lord of life my ranſom. ſeal ? 
© Have I not been induſtrious to-provoke ?. 
© From his embraces obſtinately broke? 
_ © Purſu'd and panted for. his mortal hate, 
Earn'd my deſtruction, labour'd out my fate? 
© And dare I on extingviſh'd love exclaim ? 
© Take, take full veugeance, rouze the ſlack' ning flame; 
juſt is my let. butʒ Oh ! muſt it tranſcend 
© The reach of time, deſpair a diſtant end ? 
© With dreadful ſhoot: foreward, and ariſe, 
© Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies ! 
© Never! where falls the ſoul at thy dread ſound? 
© Down an abyſs how dark, and how profound ? 
© Dewn, down (I (till am falling, horrid pain!) 
© Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms yet remain; 
© My plunge but ſtill begun — and this for fin ? 
Cou d 1 offend, if I had never been, 
But ſtill increas d the ſenſeleſs happy maſs, 
4 Flow'd in the ſtream, or flouriſh'din the graſs ? 
© Father of mercies!*why from filent earth 
Did'ſt thou awake, and curſe me into birth? 
© Tear me from quiet, raviſh me from night, 
© And make a thanklef&preſent of thy light? _ 
© Puſh into being a reverſe of thee, | 
© And animate a clod with miſery ? heh 
The beaſts are happy; they come forth and keep 
Short watch on earth, and then lye down to ſſeep. 
Pain is for man; and oh how vaſt a pain 
For crimes which made the Godhead bleed in vain”? 
* Stifted his groans, as far as in them lay, 
And flung his agonies and death away? 
* As our dire puniſhment for ever ſtrong, 
dur conſtitution too for ever young, 


* 
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Curs'd with returns of vigour, ſtill the ſame, 
Powerful to bear, and ſatisfy the flame. 
Still to be caught and ſtill to be purſu'd ! 
To periſh ſtill, and (till to be renew'd! 

And this, my help! my God! at thy decree'? 
Nature is chang'd, and hell ſhould ſuccour me. 
And can'ſt thou then look down from perfect bliſs, 
And ſee me plunging in the dark abyſs, 
Calling thee father in a ſea of fire, 

Or pouring blaſphemies at thy deſire ? 

With mortals anguiſh wilt thou raiſe thy name, 
And by my pangs omnipotence proclam? 

© Thou, who can'lt ls the planets to and fro, 


K «a a a 


F 


oſs 
Contract not thy great vengeance to my woe; 
Cruſh worlds; in hotter flames fall'n angels lay; 
On me almighty wrath is caſt away. 
Call back thy thunders, Lord, bold in thy rage, 
Nor with a ſpeck of wretchedneſs engage: 
Forget me quite, nor ſtoop a worm to blame, N 
But loſe me in the greatneſs of thy name. 
Thou art all love, —— all divine, 
And ſhall I make theſe glories ceaſe to ſhine ? 
* Shall ſinfull man grow great by his offence, 
And from its courſe turn back omnipotence? 
Forbid it ! and oh! grant, great God, at leaſt 
This one this ſlender, almoſt no requeſt ; 
© When have wept a thouſand lives away, 
When torment is grown weary of its prey, 
When I have wav'd ten thouſand years in fire, 
Tien thouſand thouſands, let me then expire.” 
Deep anguiſh.! but tov late; the hopeleſs ſoul, 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool, | 
Though loth, and every loud blaſpheming owns 
He's juſtly doom d to pour groans ; 
Enclos'd with horrors, and tranfix'd with pain, 
— in vengeance, ſtruggling with his chain - 
To talk to fiery tempeſts, to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er, 
To tols, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, 
And uy the weight of an offended God. | 
The favour'd of theit judge in triumph move 
To take poſſeſſion of their thrones above; 
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Satan's accurs'd deſertion to ſupply, 

And fill the vacant ſtations of "op Y; 

Again to kindle long extinguiſh'd rays, 

And with new liphts 1 heav'nly blaze; 

To crop the roſes of immortal youth, 

And drink the fountain-head of ſacred truth; 

To ſwim in ſeas of bliſs, to ſtrike the ſtring, 

And lift the voice to their almighty king; 

To loſe eternity in grateful — — 

And fill heav'n's wide circumference with praiſe. 
But I attempt the wond'rous height in vain, 

And leave unſiniſſi d the too lofty ſtrain ; 


What boldly I begin, let others end; 


My ſtrength exhauſted, fainting I deſcend, 
And chule a lefs, but no ignoble theme, 
Diſſolving elements, and worlds in flame. 

The fatal period, the great hour is come, 
And nature ſhrinks at her approaching doom; 
Loud peals of thunder give the ſign, and all 
Heav'n's terrors in array ſurround the ball; 
Sharp lightnings with the meteors blaze conſpire, 
And darted downward ſet the world on fire; 
Black riſing clouds the thicken'd zther choke, 
And ſpiry ſhoot thro' the rolling ſmoke, 
With keen vibrations cut the ſullen night, 

And ſtrike the darken'd ſky with dreadful] light; 
From heav'n's four regions, with immortal force, 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous courſe, 
T*enrage the flame; it ſpreads, it ſoars on high, 
Swells in the ſtorm, and billows thro' the ſky. 
Here winding pyramids of fire aſcend, 

Cities and deſarts in one ruin blend; 

Here blazing volumes wafted overwhelm 

The ſpacious face of a far diſtant realm : 

There, undermin'd, down ruſh eternal hills, 
The neighbouring vales the vaſt deſtruction fills. 


Hear ſt thou that dreadful crack, that ſound which broke 


Like peals of thunder, and the centre ſhook ? 
What wonders muſt that groan of nature tell ? 
Olympus there, and mightier Alas fell, 
Which ſeem'd above the reach of fate to ſtand, 
A tow ring monument of God's right-hand ; 
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Now duſt and ſinoak, whoſe brow fo lately ſpread 
O'er ſhelter'd countries its diffuſive ſhade. 

High *midſt the clouds the boiling ocean rores, 
And looks far down on his decreaſing ſhores; 
Leviathans in plantive thunder cry, a 
In diſtant, dilinal pants the long-liv'd echoes die. 

Shew me that celebrated ſpot, where all 
The various rulers of the ſever'd ball 
Have humbly ſought wealth, honour and redreſs, 
That land which heav'n ſeem'd diligent to bleſs, 
Once call'd Britannia: Can her glories'end! 
And can't ſurrounding ſeas her realms defend! 
Alas! in flames behold ſurrounding ſeas! 

And all their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angel ſay, where ran proud A/ia's bound, 
Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd? 


Where ſtretch'd waſte Ly5ia? where did India's {tore 


Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore? 

Each loſt in each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 

And all diſſolv'd, one fiery deluge flow: 

Thus earth's contending monarchies are join'd, 

And a full period of ambition find. ; 
And now whate'er or {wims, or walks, or flies, 

Inhabitants of ſea, of earth, or skies; 

All on whom Adam's wiſdom fix'd a name, 

All plunge and periſh in the conquering flame. 
This globe alone would but detraud the fire, 

Starve its devouring rage: the flakes aſpire, 


And catch the clouds, and make the heavens their prey ; 


The fun, the moon, the ſtars all melt away, 
And leave a mighty blank: Involv'd in flame, 
The whole creation finks! the glorious frame, 
In which ten thouland worlds, in radiant dance, 
Orb above orb, their wondrous courſe advance, 
By that o'er-ruling hand, which kindled all 
'The ſtars, and rounded in its palm the ball, 

Is cruſh'd and loſt; no monument, no ſign, 
Where once ſo proudly blaz'd the gay machine. 
So bubbles on the foamiug ſtream expire, 

So ſparks that ſcatter from the kindling fire ; 
The devaſtations of one dreadful hour, 

The great Creator's ſix _y_ work devour> 
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How rich that God who can ſuch charge defray, 
And bear to fling ten thouſand worlds away ? 
Great wealth! and yet (ye nations hear!) one foul 
Has more to boaſt and far outweighs the whole; 
Exalted in ſuperior excellence, 

Caſts down to nothing ſuch a vaſt expenſe, 

Have ye not ſeen th' eternal mountains nod, 

An earth diſſolving, a deſcending God ? 

What ſtrange ſurpriſes thro' all nature ran? 

For whom theſe revolutions, but for man ? 

For him Omnipotence new meaſures takes, 
For him through all eternity awakes ; 

Pours on him gifts ſufficient to ſupply 

Heav'n's loſs, and with freſh glories fill the sky. 

Think deeply then, O man, how great thou art, 
Pay thyſelf homage with a trembling heart; 

What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 
Slighting thylelf, affront not God's reſßecl 
Enter the tacred temple of thy breaſt, 
And gaze, and wander there a raviſh'd gueſt ; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou halt find, 
Wander thro' all the glories of thy mind. 
Of perfect knowledge, ſee the dawning light 
Fortclls a noon moſt exquiſitely bright! 
Here ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking forth! 
There buds the promiſe of celeſtial worth! 
Worth which muſt ripen in a happier clime, 
And brighter ſun, beyond the bounds of time. 
Thou minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate, 
What ſtores, on foreign coaſts, thy landing wait. 
Loſe not thy claim, let virtue's paths be trod; 
Thus glad all heav'n, and ꝑleaſe that bounteous God, 
- Who, to light thee to pleaſures, hung on high 
Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the sky: 
| That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, 
And God ſhine forth in one eternal day. 
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On the LAST JUDGMENT. By the Earl of 


Roſcommon. 


I. 
HE day of wrath, that dreadful day 
Shall the whole world in aſhes lay, 
As David and the Sybils fay. 
II. 
What horror will invade the mind, 
When the ſtrict Judge who would be kind, 
Shall have few venial faults to find! 
III. 
The laſt loud trumpet's wend'rous ſound 
Shall —_ the rending tombs rebound, 
And wake nations under ground. 
IV. 
Nature and death ſhall, with ſurpriſe, 
Behold the pale offender riſe, 
And view the Judge with conſcious eyes. 
V 


Then ſhall with univerſal dread, 
The facred myſtic book be read, 
To try the living and the dead. 
VI. 
The Judge aſcends his awful throne, 
He makes each ſecret ſin be known, 
And all with ſhame confeſs their own. 
VII. 
Oh! then what int'reſt ſhall I make, 
To fave my laſt i impo rtant ſtake, 
When the molt juſt have cauſe to quake. 
VII. 
Thou mighty, formidable King, 
1 mercy 's unexhauſted ſpring, 
ble pity e 


Forget not what my — coſt, 
Nor let my dear - bought ſoul be loſt, 
In ſtorms of guilty terror tolt. 

X. 


nee ——— 
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Whoſe precious blood the croſs did ſtain, 
Let not thoſe agonies be vain. 
XI. 


Thou whom avenging powers obey, 
Cancel my debt, too great to pay, 
Before the ſad accounting day. 

XII. 
Surrounded with amazing fears, 
Whoſe load my foul with anguiſh bears, 
I figh, I weep; accept my tears. 

XIII. | 
Thou who wert mov'd with Mary's grief, 
And by abſolving of the thief, 
Has given me hope, now give relief. 

XIV. 

Reject not m 3 y prayer, 
Preſerve me from that dang'rous ſnare, 


Which death — gaping hell prepare. 
XV 


Give my exalted foul a place, 
Among thy choſen right-hand race, 
The ſons of God, and heirs of grace. 
XVI. 
From that inſatiable abyſs, 
Where flames devour, and ſerpents hiſe, 
Promote me to thy ſeat of blils. 
XVII. 
Proſtrate my contrite heart I rend, 
My God, my father, and my friend, | 
Do not forſake me in my end. 
XVIII. 
Well may they curſe their ſecond "Ip © 
Wa niſe to a reviving death. 
Thou great Creator of mankind, 


Let guilty man compaſſion find. 


— — — 
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A CONTEMPLATION en NIGHT. By 
Mr. Gay. 


War amid the gloom of night I — 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day; 


Still 
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Still nature's various face informs my ſenſe, 
Of an all-wiſe, all powerful Providence. 
When the gay ſun firſt breaks the ſhades of night, 
And ſtrikes the diſtant eaſtern hills with light, 
Colour returns, the plains their liv'ry wear, 
And a bright verdure clothes the ſmiling year ; 
The blooming flowers with op'ning beautics glow, 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeces ſhow, 
The barren cliffs with chalky fronts ariſe, 
And a pure azure arches o'er the skies. 
But when the gloomy reign of night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride, all nature mourns ; 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boaſt, 
But weep in dewy tears their beauty loſt : 
No diſtant landskips draw our curious eyes, 
Wrapt in night's robe the whole creation lyes, 
Yet (till, even now, while darkneſs clothes the land, 
We view the traces of th* Almighty hand: 
Millions of ſtars in heav'n's wide vault appear, 
And with new glories hang the boundleſs ſphere ; 
The ſilver moon her weſtern couch forſakes, 
And o'er the skies her nightly circle makes, 
Her ſolid globe beats back the ſunny rays, | 
And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 

Whether thoſe ſtars that twinkling luſtre ſend 
Are ſuns, and rolling worlds thoſe ſuns attend, 
Man may conjecture, and new ſchemes declare, 
Yet all his ſyſtems but conjectures are; 
But this we know, that heav'n's eternal King, 
Who bid this univerſe from nothing ſpring, 
Can at his word bid num'rous w orls appear, 
And rifing worlds th'all-pow'rful word ſhall hear. 
When to the weſtern main the ſun deſcends, 
To other lands a rifing day he lends ; 
The ſpreading dawn another ſhepherd ſpies, 
The wakeful flocks from their warm folds ariſe ; 
Refreſh'd the peaſant ſeeks his early toil, 
And bids the plow correct the fallow foil : 
While we in fleep's embraces waſte the night, 
The climes oppos d enjoy meridian light. 
And when thoſe lands the buſy ſun forſakes, 
With us again the roſy r 
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„ 
In lazy ſleep the night rolls ſwift away, 


And neither clime laments his abſent ray. 

When the pure ſoul is from the body flown, 
No more ſhall night's alternate reign b know n, 
The ſun no more ſhall rolling light beſtow, 
But from th' Almighty ſtreams of glory flow. 
Oh may ſome nobler thought my foul employ, 
Than empty, tranſient, ſublunary joy! 

The ſtars ſhall drop, the fun ſhall loſe his flame, 
But thou, O God, for ever ſhine the ſame. 


— 
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'\1 THOUGHT on ETERNITY. By ti: fue 
Hand. 


RE the foundations of the world were laid, 
Ee kindling light th' Almighty word obcy'd, 

Thou wert, and when the ſubterraucous flame, 
Shall burſt its priſon, and devour this frame, 
From angry heav'n, when the keen lightning flie+, 
When fervent heat dilfolves the melting skics, 
Thou till ſhalt be ſtill as thou wert before, 
And know no change when time ſhall be no more. 
O! endleſs thought, divine eternity! 
Th' immortal foul ſhares but a part of thee ; 
For thou wert preſent when our life began, 
When the warm duſt ſhot up in breathing man. 

Ah! what is life? with ills encompaſs d round, 
Amidſt our hopes, fate ſtrikes the ſudden wound. 
To- day the ſtateſman of new honours dreams, 
'To-morrow death deſtroys his airy ſchemes. 
Is mouldy treaſure in thy cheſt confin'd ? 
Think all that treafure thou muſt leave behind; 
Thy heir, with fmiles, ſhall view thy blazon'd hcarſe, 
And all thy hoa:ds with laviſh hand diſperſe. 
Should certain fate th*impending blow delay, 
Thy mirth will ficken aud thy bloom decay, 
Then feeble age will all thy nerves difarm, 
No inore thy blood iis narrow channels warm. 
Who then would wiſh to ſtretch this narrow ſpan, 
To luffer life beyond the date of man ? 


The 
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Sit ae, 
The virtuous ſoul purſues a nobler aim 
And life regards but as a fleeting dream; 
She longs to wake, and withes to get free, 
To launch from earth into eternity : 
For while the boundleſs theme extends our thought, 
Ten thouſand thouſand rolling years are nought. 
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DEATH VISION. 4 POEM. By Mr. Reynolds. 


I. 
OME gentle ghoſt, that's launch'd and gone 
From coaſts of dull mortality, | 


That's well arriv'd, and entertain'd as one 
Of the triumphant colony, 
That ſtocks the regions of the bleſt eternity, 
Come caſe my burthen'd mind, and tell 
What tis to bid the world farewell; 
What tis t'abandon all that's dear, 
My hopes and joys below, 
My friends and ſtudies too 
And all my known converles here. 2 
Oh! tell me what it is to take a flight 
Beyond the changes of revolving light, 
To worlds I never ſaw, 
Worlds of wonder, and of awe, - : 
Or fill'd with ſolid glory, or with ſolid night ! 
Come, candid ſpirit, haſte and fly, 
And (if thou canſt declare, 
And I the news can bear 
Come, tell me what it is to die. 
| IL 
Oh! ſay what will become of me, 
When monumental cold ſhall ſcize 
This organized caſk, and freeze 
Its active pow'rs and faculties! 
In what myſterious plight ſhall I then be, 
When life's weak lamp, that now theſe years has ſhone 
Shall be extin and gone; 
And when the primagenial fire, 
That bad the pulſe keep time, and beat, 
And ſtrike the moments of its heat, 


. Shall 


Mt. 


Shall languiſh and expire. 
When theſe ſoft bellows too, that ſo 
Unweariedly do blow, 
Are working day and night, 
To fan, and to foment the waſting light, 
Shall all unmechaniz'd, and all unactive grow; 
Shall all their toilſome labour ſpare, 
And play no more with ſwelling gales of intercurrent air. 
And when the purple, vital flood, 
That drives the wheels and keeps the bellows going, 
Always ſwelling, always blowing, 
That never yet has ſtood ; 
A meer Meri, ſhall be found, 
Forget its beaten trace, 
Be weary of its native pace, 
And run no more its long accuſtom'd haſty round. 
III. 
Alas ! what ſhall poor I become, 
When all the miniſters of ſenſe, 
The poſts of quick intelligence, 
Shall march no more from home : 
Shall neither tell the affairs abroad, 
Nor their domeſtic news bring in, 
Being flain upon the road, 
Diſpatch no more advices to the mind within, 
When nimble ſpies that were 
So ready to detect from far, 
Shall be caſhier'd, their office quite, 
No fprightly images reſtore, 
And bufily converſe no more 
With the unnumber'd offspring of reflected light; 
When the deaf drum ſhall not rebound, 
And trumpet's winding ſpace 
Shall modulate no more a needful ſound, 
T' alarm the regent of the place; 
When the perceptive hammer ſhall not know 
Its practice, nor conſigu preſcribed blow 
Unto the wonted anvil there, and ſo 
No more ſhall in the ſon'rous forge be coin'd 
The airy medals of a ſpeaking mind ; 
When the officious guards that wait 
Their duty at the palace gate, 
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Still girt to execute commands, 
Or embaſſy to feet or hands, 
Shall be disbanded from their — 
And hurry' d away from their attended 
Or ſtupid ſink, —— to diſcloſe 
Occurring friends or foes; 

When the rich palace with its tower on high 

(The facred microcoſm's court, 
Where now ideas of all. qualities reſort,) 
Shall fall, and in its fatal ruins lye; 
When the bright regent, ſcar d by this decay, 
Shall take her forc'd relenting flight away, 
From her old tenanted, inhoſpitable clay. 

Then in what ſhape will death appear ! 
What alter'd apprehenſions will he bring ?. 

Death! that has ſo often walk'd fo near, 
In grandeur of a proud remorſeleſs king! | 
The hect'ring ghoſt, at whoſe black triumphs: gain'd 

I have ſo oft been entertain'd ; 
Whole breathleſs trophies, ſcatter'd all around, 
Have fo augmented, and eurich'd the ground: 
Dread heaven's infatiate miniſter, that (till 
Is eager, and impatient to fulfill 
His bloody old commiſſion, ay and kill ! 
That haſt paſt ages into darkneſs hurl'd, 
And till diſpeoples the ſucceeding world; 
Death, the inceſſant ſting, and future haue 
Of all the galled guilty and prophane !' 
The undiſturb'd retreat, th' immortal caſeæ 
Of waſh'd and undefiled conſciences : 
Sworn enemy to all that's brave and bright: 
Sole uſher to the world of joys and light. 
Death! the ſtrange finite, uncreated thing, 
The abſolute, the poor, ious king ; 
The potent, metaphyſic ſhade, which all. 
The learned will but mere privation call. 
Great ſov'reign ! who exalts his ſubjects moſt, 
Yet tramples them to filence and to duſt : 
The legal monarch, whoſe juſt pow'r and throne 
I; founded in unrighteouſneſs alone: 
Whoſe 
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To ſee an uncompoun ded {elf ariſe: 
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Whoſe rightful claims t'oppoſe with ſtiff defence, 
Is ſacred duty and allegiance. 
Thou crafty foe, whole unexempled pow'r 
Cou'd wound and ſlay ev'n thine own conqueror. 
Tyrannic fool too, who by haſt'ning ſo 
To lov'd, repeated victories, 
New triumphs and folemnities, 
Are paſting ſtill to thine own overthrow. 
The greateſt captive thou cou'dſt ever boaſt, 
Whole life in conqu'ring thee was loſt. 
Whom more thy growing pride oppreſt, 
More bruis'd and mortify'd than all the reſt, _ 
Will come e' re long in grandeur, come to ſee 
Himſelf aud all his friends reveng'd on thee : 
Will grind thy bones, and break thy maſter's head, 
And thou, that ſtol'ſt a world of life, ſhalt ever then be 
: V. | [dead, 
. kind Hf altar march'd _— : 
will death's „ pow'r, ve 
What will befal me, when theſe co ror yoda 
A victim to his rr 
Whither, O whither ſhall I flee, 
When once his greedy ſtroke is paſt ? 
To what ſtrange climate ſhall I haſte ? 
And what then ſhall I be ? 
How ſhall I act? what ſhall Ido? 
What wonders ſhall I ſee ? 
What ſcenes and worlds will then be open'd to my view? 
2 ! with what amazement x 
To ſee myſelf ſtript naked, and undreſi d: 
* that that I ſhould always wear, 
not entered there ; 
The native garb, which the Creator's mind 
As half of compound-ſelf deſign d. 
What ſtart will ſhake me at ſürpriſe, 


To ſee what tis will then leap out alive, 

A novel ſelf that muſt myſelf ſurvive, 

This indiviſible extended point, 
That ſcatters life thro ev ry joint: 
That while it fits and reigns on high, - 
Tolowelt office condeſcends, 


From 
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From head to foot, from hand to eye, 
Quick errands and diſpatches ſends : 
That guides.at once the head and heart, 
Being all in all, and all in ev'ry part. 
The intelle&ive, vital flame, 
That cold and dormant lyes, 
Is thoughtleſs ſtruck, and dyes 
By the untun'd contexture of th' unthinking frame. 
Eſſential thought ! that can pure light commence, 
Can clear ideas join, 
Divide, renew, refine, 
Run round imagination's line, 
Lock'd up cloſe pris'ner by the miniſters of ſenſe 
Kind immaterial form, that quick receives 
Material laws our mechaniſm gives ! 
Dependent life, that independent lives ! 
Proteus ! that varies to all ſhapes at will, 
Aſſumes all figures, that iubmit 
To teſt of mathematic wit; 
Yet incorporeal ſtands and ſhapeleſs ſtill. 
Strange wanderer, that loves to roam 
Thro' earth and ſeas, and ſtars, yet ſtays at home. 
Celeſtial ſpark, that band and cement flies, ; 
Yet bound by fumes, and laviſh ſympathies: 
That ſhou'd by int'reſt, and by nature move 
Tow'rds th* unconfin'd, congenerous realms above ; 
Yet fondly, midſt its nun;'rous cracks and ſtorms, 
Still craves the crazy cabin it informs | 
Subſtantial myſtery, that knows 
Exotic beings well; 
But what it is, how acts and does, 
Is to itlelf all unconceivable. 
VI. 
But now arriv'd at foreign land, 
How mute and hoy'ring ſhall I ſtand, 
Struck thro' with various fright ; 
- Not knowing what to do, 
Nor whither I'm to go, 
Nor how to ſpring an unembodyed flight. 
Won't ev'n a ſmart reſentment riſe, 
At thoſe, whoſe decent art 
Performs the laſt obliging part, 


To the exalted realms of cy * day ? 
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In ſealing up the lips and 
— 6 that unfrien 11 
Wou'd ſtudiouſly prevent — | ſtay, 
Or my eſſay d returns into the ng clay ! 
Or will ſome a Lv be near, 
By ſympathiſing kindneſs 3 
By late experience taught, 
His following brethren to relieve and chear ? 
What foreign garb will he prepare 
To clothe a —＋ there; 
To dreſs me for the world where I muſt dwell, 
Or carve thick night and darkneſs palpable ? 
A ſultry, ſinoking vehicle, 
The gloomy rebes of death and hell ! 
Robes ever unconſum' d, that are 
The badges of confuſion and deſpair ! 
\Or, by divine commiſſion frame 
Ethereal veſture for a hoſt, 
Strait bound for the celeſtial coaſt, 
Cut out of orient azure fring'd with lambent flame 
The temporary that only may 
A while ſupply a and indicate 
The office of the ſublimated clay, 
When rais'd to glory and immortal ſtate ! 
Or, rather will ſome cherub ſtand, 
By ſpecial office charg'd at hand,” 
(Long skill'd in this deep exerclle, 


To learn me immaterial myſteries? 


Will he with charming meſſage ſaid 

Diſmiſs my fears, and make me glad? 
Will he come teach an unfledg'd foul to fly, 
To ſee, without the optics of an eye ? 

Teach to diſtinguiſh ſounds and hear 
Without the grave formality of an ear? 
Teach me to ſpeak the troubles of a mind, 
That's forc'd to leave his tongue, and head, and heart be- 

Will he come guide, and guard my way, [hind ? 

(That can't but it exactly know 

By often trav'ling to and fro) 


\ 


Come 
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VII. 
Come then, let's mount and fly 

On winged wills to the rich worlds on high. 

Oh me ! my guide, what wonders here 
In all our road ſucceſſively appear ? 
What natures now, what ſhapes theſe atoms wear, 
That form this fluid, this elaſtic air 

Atoms too fine for mortal ſight, 
But large and groſs to immaterial light! 
See, with what rage they from each other rove, 
Renouncing ſtill the law of mutual love ! 

See, in what whirling ſtreams they flow ! - 
What diff rent ſtreams embrace them as they go! 
Look there, how ſwell'd voluminous vapour 2 

From raging ſeas into the calmer skies! 

What flaming floods diſcharged there 
What loud volcano's ſinge the atmoſphere, 
From hidden mines and treaſures up they come, 
From each or friendly or infectious womb ! 
Look how cloy'd planets yonder vomit forth 
Their heterogeneous humours t'wards the earth. 
What rendezvous is here ? no wonder hence 
Strange airy laws, quick life or death commence ! 
See how they marſhal, how their forces join ; 
Now meet and fight, now ſeparate, then combine ! 
Alas ! poor native globe, whoſe various fate 
Hangs on the turns of this embroiled ſtate ! 
Welcome, ah ! welcome, bleſt informing light, 

That cures my old miſtakes, and ſcouts 

My num'rous philoſophic doubts, 
And chaſes all my ſcepticiſm quite 
Now are firſt ſeeds and principles diſclos'd, 
Eſſential forms and textures all — 4 
Immortal ſeeds, that intermingled lye 
The graund of unaccountable variety; 
Textures by which brisk flames do upward ride, 
And thoſe by which pellucid waters glide ; 
Without tyr'd ſtudy now, the central charms appear, 
Which bodies reſtleſs make, till they come there. 
Now the myſterious love at laſt I trace 
That binds and acts the vaſt corporeal whole, 

- That plays the univerſal foul, 
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Aſſigning all their order, and their place. 
No wonder, fouls breathe union and agree, 
Made up of love and harmony! | 
No wonder, ſacred ſpirits (whoſe —_— head 
Has upon them attractive unction ſhed) N 
Are by a ſtronger gravitation join'd, 
Whole love and harmony is all reſigu'd. 
This whole world's law, and life appears to be 
Nought elle but love and harmony; 
Ev'n matter's ſelf is urg*d with am'rous ſuit, 
Inclin'd in all its parts to mutual ſalute; 
Myſterious love, whoſe binding power conſtrains 
The ſlipp'ry'ſt faces with the cloſeſt chains: 
That teaches bleeding Reel to wound by {tealth, 
Or greeting end , and ſympathetic health; 
Infpires dead fibres, in th' harmonious tone, 
At once to warble, and dance unifon ; 
Magnetic virtues and their puzzling cauſe 
Which unmechanic ſeem'd, and fprung from laws 
Of lome ſtrange foreign ſyſtem, now 1 find 
No riddles are to love, and to a naked mind. 
I ſee, why the touch'd needle {till ſcents about, 
Till it has found its darling quarter out ; 
And why, unconſtant grown, it ſometimes takes 
New ſprung amours, and its dear North forſakes; 
Why flow'ring vines, tho' fix'd in diſtant ſoil, 
Prompt wines in England to ferment and boil ; 
How blooming trees (as *twere, for future birth) 
Unſtain dy'd cloths, and call their atoms forth ; 
Why dark'ned ſeas pretend to ſcatter light, 
As if they truly lodg'd the ſun by night; 
I fee, (philoſophy I long'd to know, 
But was too deep for —1 g minds be ow) 
Why liſt' ning ſeas fo daily watch the ſhore, 
Crowd up the roads, down which they ran before, 
As if they yet remember'd old command, 
Or cray'd new leave to drown the guilty land; 
Heav'n's =P and magazines unlock d I view, 
What cool alembic drops the rain and dew ; 
What carth ſo turns, what art japans the bow, 


What looms prepare and weave the fleecy ſhow ; 
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In what tight mills the icy balls are ground, 

Why ſmall or larger made, oy white and round ; 
How the ſun's banner ſtormy fight prepares, 

And ſummons airy troops to bluſt'ring wars; 

W hat wild ingredients are n cramm' d, 

And into cloudy cannons cloſely ramm'd, 

At whole dread roar fierce balls, and fires are hurl'd, 
Omens of that, that muſt calcine the world; 
From what low birth proud meteors climb the air, 
What combs and kindles their prefaging hair; 
How cou'd I feaſt the ſtudents now below, 

(Might I for thetr relief and caſe 
Delcend a 94% ame N 
Solve their diſtracting problems quick, and ſhow 
Rules of reflected and refracted light, 

How all the tribes of ſep'rate colours grow, 

And all combin'd beget the ſingle white? 

Learn'd death, that in one hour inſtructs me more 

Than all my years on carth before ! 

Than all my academic aids cou'd do, 

Than chronies, books and contemplations too! 

Death! that exalts me (trait to high'ſt degree 

Commenc'd a more than Newton in abſtruſe philoſophy. 
VIII. 

How faſt we mount, my guide, my eye 
Can ſcarce purſue the orbs run whirling by! 

Being now arriv'd at Saturn's ſphere, 
Let's ſtand a while, and take a proſpect there. 
Theſe worlds cou'd ne er be made, nor furniſhed 

Dull mortals only to amaze, 

To call them out to peep and gaze, 
They're nobler entertainment for the dead! 
Great God l what pow'r and ſkill combine 

To manage this myſterious frame, 

Thy glories in each portion ſhine, 

"Tis big with thine almighty name l 
Ah! happy proſpeR, that infallibl confutes 
Old prejudice, and ends theorical diſputes ! 
Now, now, to fight, the controverſy's done, 

Whether our little globe maintain 

The centre of this whirling main, 

Or whiſks its yearly journey round the ſun ? 
©" On The 
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The little globe bow wiſely plac'd 

In day and ni ht alternate there, 

In changing ſeaſons of the year, 

For cheriſhing the lives with which tis proudly grac'd 
How honourably ſerv d and waited on 
By a beneficent revolving moon, s 

A dark diſtributer of light, 
That kindly ſhortens and adorns the ni ght? 
Patron of man's tranquillity and eaſe y 
Ordain'd diſturber of pacific ſeas ! 
W hat wild meanders does the wand'rer trace, 
Inconſtant to her orb, her light and pace ? 
How oft does the old chang ling love t'aſſume 
In ſpite of age, new life and youthful bloom, 
How ofi with varied face affect to ride 
Along th' admiring heav'ns, and to ſhow 
A picture of inco y and pride ? 
Ah! fatal, fatal governeſs below! 

But let me gaze on, and admire 

That boiling ocean of unfuel'd fire, 
The foul of all the planetary uire ! 

Time's parent, and time's ing too, 
Recorder of the years, and breath we drew ! 
Vicarious god! on whoſe imperial ſtate 
A train of worlds for life and motion wait! 
Obliging power ! thus daily to renew 
Thy c, to theſe thy clients bound; 
Thus ſolemnly to turn thy ſelf around, 

And take them all within thy friendly view. 
Rich painter! that can thus careſs the eye, 
Beſtow on ev'ry face its different dye, 

And hang the globe in all its gaudy tapeſtry, 
Why did blind nations ſtile thee god of love ? 


Was it becauſe thou doſt fo loy Fel. 
* e 


And like 20 terre body's by, Ine coy, 

And ſtill declines thy cloſe embraces too. 
Heaven's ſecretary thou, to whom we owe 
The opening all the wond'rous ſcenes below ! 
Grand miniſter of mortal ſenſe and fight, 


That frikes us blind wth bigh exerts of ht 


Pro- 
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Prodigious ſource of life, that e' er ſince time begun 

Has waſting ſtill and undiminiſh'd run ! 

That far and wide does genial ſtreams diſpenſe, 

Bright emblem of his own Creator's influence ! 

Swift ſtreams, that almoſt leave the thought behind, 

Almoſt outfly the fallies of the mind ! 

Sagacious they, that thus unerring tend 

The ſhorteſt way to their deſigned end 

Sure to come there, when nothing can repreſs 

Their haſty flight, but unreſiſting emptineſs! 

Go doating, fond philoſophy, 

With all thy catachreſtic names ! 

Call yonder planet Mercury, 

Whom ſuch intenſive heat 
Will not evaporate, 
Calcine, nor ſublimate; _ 

That fo undaunted runs amidſt the chymic flames: 
But lo! with what majeſtic grace 
Sweet Penus follows, and maintains 

Thro' all her changes and her wanes 
A {till unclouded lovely face! 

Such conſtant beauty, tho' it lye 

(As mortal beauties us'd to be) 

Intangled with inconſtancy, 

Can't chuſe but charm each aſtronomic eye. 

Her nimble-footed harbinger, 

Tho' plac'd amidſt the ſtreams ; 
Of 1 beams, 

Is more illuſtrious made by her. 

Now ſtoop, weak reaſon, nor pretend 
To ſcan wiſe nature's rules or end 

Ah! who'd expect to find? 

That ſmaller orb dilplac'd fo far behind! 
So little, fo diſtant ſet tu and hw, 
From the ſpring of li 
He — ary 4 darker robe, 4 
Than that that clothes my native globe; 

So frigid too, how can he bear 
The name of the old pagan god of war ? 
But here advance to nearer light 
Loud heralds of eternal migh ; 
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Poſſeſsd with trembling fear, 
They hide and difappear, 


As og e drives his brisk s by? 
Valt Jove, whole grandeur will Kcal 
Of ſolar diſtance to complain, | 

When he himſelf can ſuch high ſtate diſplay 

In his reſplendent train, | 

That guards his motions and makes bright his way ! 
Yet great as he pretends to be, | 
The royal maſter of this ſphere, 

Tho! fize and bulk he'll not compare, 
(In pond'rous bulk and fize 
No great perfection lyes) 

Boaſts a more pompous train than he. 

See what a tedious path he's fain to trace, 

How far from Jove s, to give his large retinue ſpace ? 

But oh! what curious piece did art divine, 

And well taught nature here defign ? 
Does in this orb a facred covenant 
Decypher'd by this borizontal bow ? 

How richly's this grave wand'rer dreſt 

With an illuſtrious ring above the reſt ? 

Around it rolls, makes all its parts appear, 

Yet lyes obicur'd in Tight, for half the year; 

What diff rent office it at once can play, 

Both make the night and make the day ! 

It's circling pace can life retrieve, 

And make the dying fluids live; 

See, how its various phaſes, uſe and end, 

At once delight the wond'ring natives and befriend ! 

Lay mortals, lay your learned glaſſes by, 

Too feeble, too ſhort · ſighted to deſery 
All theſe attendants of his ſtate, 

That thus about him run, 

Supply and ſlight the diſtant fun, 

And rich philoſophy and charming views create ! 
Now, now adieu ye pleaſing ſtore 

Of dreams and fancies I indulg d before! 

I (ce what natives theſe toſs d iſlands bare, 

Natives, as diff rent as their climates are 

Their ſtudies, pleaſures and employs I ſee, 

How much more happy and more pure than we; 
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More heavenly they, more fit and glad to raiſe 
By love and ſervice the Creator's praiſe. 
Ah me! what diff rent balls take yonder flight, 
Vaſt fiery balls, clad o'er with thickned night: 
How regular, how ſwift, how far they run, 
From us, thro” all the orbs, around the ſcorching ſun? 
Ak! wretched wights, that there in durance dwell, 
Confin'd to thoſe tulphureous rooms of hell ! 
Erratic dungeons, deſtin'd to prelent 
Heaven's juſtice flaming there 
Upon the — of deſpair, 
Before the ſeveral worlds, redeem'd and innocent, 
To warn the one to praiſe, the other to repent. 
Well may altoniſh'd mortals 
At the ominous flames with which they blaze ; 
No wonder they prognoſticate 
The evils, they themlelves create! 
Ah! now the laws by which they cut the air, 7 
Their threatning tails and long inflamed hair, 
How they are chain'd in their e/iptic race, 
Nor gallop out into the fields of neighb'ring ſpace.. 
Their cauſes, ends, and dire effects below, 
To awful atisfaQion are t now! 
Great God, what pow'r, and prudence to the full 
Are ſcatter'd thro? th expanded whole | 
Stupendous bulk and ſymmetry, 
Croſs motion and clear harmony, 
Cloſe union and antipathy, 
Projectile force and gravity, 
In ſuch well pois'd proportions fall, 
As ſtrike this artful, mat hematic dance of all. 
Come hither, all the atheiſtic tribe, 
Who this wile ſcene to ſenſeleſs cauſe aſcribe, 
Come hither, as ere long you muſt, and fee 
The radiant demonſtrations of the Deity ! 
But juſtly may you dread to find, 
When fleſh's veil ſhall be withdrawn, 
When long eternity ſhall dawn, 
The exiſtence of the almighty and all-holy mind 
O what confuſion and what fears 
Will tear your fouls, when Deity appears? 


O ſtudy 
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O ſtudy theſe convictive views 
That may prevent your endleſs tears? 
O now bethink ye of the burning news 
Ghoſt Sydenham thund'red in his crony's cars, 
News that create the joys where angels dwell, 
That feed the deathleſs worm and rapid flames of hell! 
The eternal news, which might but I the ſame 
So needful now, with heaven's juſt leave, proclaim, 
Shou'd ſoon fill all the open'd mouths of fame! 

Or with which rather, cloth'd in noiſe 
More loud than thunder, or than Sina7's voice, 

I'd preach from hence and quickly make 
The globe and all its unbelievers quake, 
Yea, the whole planetary ſyſtem ſhake ! 
I'd ſtorm thoſe boked ears, and quickly drown 
The noiſe and hurry of each ravenous town: 
The loud, pathetic accents I'd pronounce, 
Shou'd —— tide of buſineſs all at once; 
Dear gain and mirth ſhou'd foon abandon'd be, 
To give grave audience to my news and me. 
I'd make the proud aſpirer crouch, and court 
The face and favour he has made his {port ; 
I'd make th accurſed miler throw with ſhame 
His idol to the caves from whence it came; 
I'd ſoon confute the Epicure, and fright - 
Th' impatient wanton from his lewd delight ; 
I'd cure the fop of his diſtracted fits, 
And make the brain - ſick beau to find his wits ; 
And make the Sceptic and the Hobbian ſchools 
Recant their maxims, and confound their rules ; 
The lofiy'{t monarchs (whoſe ſublimer birth 
Makes them ador'd, and look like gods on earth) 
Shou'd ſoon the force of heav*nly grandeur feel, 
And crowned heads beneath his footſtool kneel ; 
No more in vain ſhou'd the weak preacher ſpread 
Perſuaſive hands and breath unto the dead, 
I'd make him put more foul into his breath, 
I'd make them hear, and burſt the chains of death ; 
Conſcience ſhou'd wake, and preach, and conſcious fears 
Shou'd rore more loud than mortars in their cars; - 
Thro' every clime the rev rend news ſhou d found, - 
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Each cave and vale ſhou'd with the-news rebound? 
And vocal ſeas repeat and roll the news around! 
Ah! fooliſh thought ! this complicated throng 
Of works and laws divine, 
Where ſuch immenſe perfections ſhine, 
More loudly tells the news without a tongue 
When this wide plain was firſt portray'd, 
The ſyſtem's fixt foundations laid, 
- The rich materials brought, and in juſt balance weigh'd,. 
Well might pleas'd ſeraphs ſhout, and all the throng 
Of morning lars ſtrike up a celebrating ſong; 
O]! O the treaſures of eternal might! 
* The magazines of ſelf-exiſtent love and light, 
* Tho' in our realms {till freſh applauſes grow, 
Where immaterial-wonders always flow; 
* Turn we aſide, and ſtoop to ſee 
© New matter's maze, and multiforn variety! 
Matter, whole dusky matter can ſurprize 
Our ſhining, intelleRtive faculties ; 
© That puzzles them with undiſſolved knot, 
« *Tis {till diviſible, and yet tis not! 
© Bleſs us je hut eee 
© In all the pomp of intricacy reign ! 
© Huge maſſes, niceſt — | 
© Weights, numbers, figures and degrecs 
Of union, textures, times and tone, 
And meaſures that tranſcend our own ; 
© Diſcordant motions, ſwift and flow 
© Yet uniform and conſtant too, 
Direct, eliptic, circular, 
© Vibrations too that interfere, 
© Thouſands of references far and near, 
How ſwiftly by the dextrous skill 
© Of potent counſel and omniſcient will, 
Are calculated all and intermingled here: 
© How well are breath divine, and duſt compriz d 
Two worlds in ſux foot length epitomiz'd, 
£ And contradictions harmoniz'd? 
But what amazements will not meet, 
© When heav'n itſelf does in grand council fit ? 
© Riſe noble world, and find us true, 


© In all appointed miniſtry to you! ren 
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© Bleſt be the pow r, —_ his glories thus! 


© Riſe rival-world, and at the end 
© Of deſtin'd rolling ages ſend 
A welcome col'ny to our world and us. 


Ah! dear, deluded virtugi, who 


Are wiſtly groping in our world below, 
Now fink, oh fink your ſtudious pride, 
Spare idle pains, and wiſely caſt aſide 
Your learn'd Utopian theories, 
Well-manag'd blind hypotheſes 
Of inſtitutes divine, ridiculouſly wide. 
What can waſte vacuum and atoms do 
Or plenitude and motion too ? 
But, what empty heads are thoſe 
That plenitude with motion wou'd compole ? 
Or ;oliling vortices, unlels they can 
Demonſtrate the veriige of a wanton brain? 
Or univerſal, gravitating pace, 
(That comes ſo late, and goes ſo far 
To ſolve the rules and orders here,) 
Tho' blended alſo with projectile race ? 
Here powers and laws are fixt and woven ſo 
As are unreach'd, undreamt of quite below: 
Alas! alas! you'll ne er ſurvey 
All the contriv'd phenomena, 
Nor the ſurvey'd reſolve, till you 
Shall take, like me, an unembodied view ! 
Oh, that I might rich truths and knowledge lend, 
As once Ficinus to his ſtudious friend * 
Here's proſpect well worth while, worth pains to die, 
And quit the lov'd, > reſearches of mortality. 


The rueful ills and world from whence I came 
Tho' raptur'd with this numerous dance, 
With globes and balls methodically whirl'd, 
A ſecret inſtinct makes me love to glance 
T'wards my endear d, forſaken world. 
Ah me! was yonder deſpicable clod + | 
The ſtage of my life's ſcenes, and my abode ? 9 
as't 
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Was't there, that I a thinking eſſence grew? 

There vital clay, and vital ether drew! 

Was that the world we did fo late admire, E 

That did our ſenſes charm, 
Our fond afetionr warm, 

And ſet the filly microcoſm all on fire? 

Was that our fource of joy! and cou'd we there 

Build tow'ring hopes, as caſtles in the air? 

Cou'd yon black patches ſeem the ſovereign good 

For which proud mortals {pill whole ſtreams of blood ? 

Bleſs me! how cou'd we idolize its ore? 

Its pompous gawds and fooleries adore ? 

How cou'd we for its droſs ev'n ſtoop to kiſs 

Th' inſulting devil? How cou'd we (fools) for this 

Barter our dcathleſs ſelves, our innocence and bliſs? 

Ah! fall'n confounded globe thou! where 

The center's ſin, and curſe, the atmoſphere! 

Almighty love's old monument, that hath 

Hardly eſcap'd the dint of flaming wrath! 

Once ſplendid paradiſe ! once belov'd abode 

Of happy angels and their happy God! 

Now ruins of majeſtic pow'r, that may 

Juſt tell their author and his name betray ? 

His name in ruin'd fabrics ſtands complete : 

Demoliſh'd temples ſpeak their founder great, 

Now no more luſtre lives, or rich attire 

Than muſt ere long paſs throꝰ transforming fire. 

See how the weary, trav'Iling axes 

Beneath the pond'rous curſe, that's o'er em thrown ? 

Hence riſe errata, hence diforder fits 

To prove a ſcandal to unthinking wits; 

Hell's ſuburbs! where impurities in grain, 

And loud impieties triumphant reign, 

Where lofty luſts claitn ſcepters for their own, 

And ſcarlet villanies aſcend the throne ; 

Den of enrag'd unrighteous, and their tools! 

Cage of conceited and diſtracted fools! 

Where hell's proud prince with pleaſure walks each day, 

Large empire boaſts, and arbitrary ſway ; 

Where headſtrong griefs intruding joys controul, 

Pierce the ſoft heart, and wound th' impriſon'd ſo il; 
Where 
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Where pleaſures poiſon, and torment the mind, 
Arm'd with reſiſtleſs ſtings they leave behind; 
Where bright and ſocial virtues ſoon are found 
Chok'd by the baleful miſts that there abound; 
Where friendſhip, the dear antidote of ſtrife, 
The ſweet beguiler of the ills of life, 
Friendſhip, by name, is courted and careſs d, 
But baniſh'd far from each pretending brealt ; 
In her due room a neſt of vermin lyes, 

And ſelfiſh, ſordid furies tyranize. 

Where conjugal accord, the firſt and beſt 
Of friendſhips entertain'd by human breaſt, 
The facred tye, wile hea'vn did firſt ordain 
The kelp and (next itſelf) the heav'n of man, 
Is ſoon imbitter d with ſevere allays, 
Transform'd to bane, and canker of his days, 
Where vices and confuſions native grow, 
Religion's foreign, and is treated fo ? 

No ſooner condeſcends th* ethereal dame 

To viſit ſome dark town with vital flame, 

But ſtraitway all around contrive - 

To hoot the heay'nly gueſt and drive 
Her-home unto the land, from whence ſhe came. 
The pious few us'd, as unworthy they 
The world, that's ſo unworthy of their ſtay ; 
Heav'n's candidates go cloth'd with foul diſguiſe, 
And hcav/n's reports are damn'd for ſenſeleſs lies. 
Tremendous myſteries are (ſo hell prevails) 
Lampoon'd for jargon and fantaſtic tales ; 
Heav'n's heralds, ſent to heal and bleſs the mind, 
To ſummon man from darkneſs and. from toys, 
To ſtarry crowns and to ſeraphic joys, 

Are treated as the refuſe of mankind ; 

Where the great Son of the eternal God, 

Who ſways the worlds with unreſiſted nod, 
While in our form falvation he atchieves, 

Was baſely ſlain, and hang'd with impious thieves, 
(Well might the ſun wink and put out his light, 
Nor dare to {ce fo bold, blaſphemous fight !) 

From heav'n he came to purchaſe and eſpouſe, 

To light dark fouls unto his father's houſe ; 


Lo, 
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Lo, the returns! Lo there the grateful fruit, 
His love and laws lie trampl'd under foot! 
Th' eternal ſp'rit of peace and peaceful might, 
That kindly comes in crowned Shilab's right, 
Comes to convey the bleſſings he hath bought, 
To bring us the redemption he hath wrought, 
Is vex'd and priev'd, and ſpitefully traduc'd, 
His love and works affronted and abus'd. 
Ah, how the ſtubborn miſcreants combine 
To baffle boundleſs grace, and blood divine! 
Is that the world we cou'd fo ill forgoe ? 
The element of death, apoſtacy and woe ! 

Bleſs me! what helliſh ſpell controuls 

The native pow'rs of heav'n-born ſouls ! 
What fatal potion charms them to forget 
Their make, their father, and their father's (cat ? 
A curſe on all our wit and ſenſe of late 
That knows and ſeeks no better world than that ! 

Ah me, how much more pure and fine, 

How much more noble and divine 

Is one poor naked foul, than all 
The bulky maſs of that capacious ball! ; 
Sweet viſion (fweet, amidft theſe ſcenes of woe!) 
Thus clearly, thus compendiouſly to ſhow 
The ſev ral ranks of fouls that ply below 
What igneous ſeeds involy'd in fibrous earth, 
Give the vaſt vegetable kingdom birth ; 
How they diſtinguiſh food for vital uſe, 
Breathe, and drive round the circulating juice; 
How they digeſt, perſpire, drink in, — are 
By ſeaſonable drinking freſh and fair, 
Breed ſem' nal virtue, and from teeming root 
Shed infant - bloſſoms, and prolific fruit. 
What more exalted ſp'rits inform and 
The capillary limbs of ſmall'ſt autemota; 
Inſtil diſcretion there, and quite out- do 
The feats of matter and its motion too; 
What nobler ſouls the nobler machines wear, 
Maſters of ſenſe, and skilful inſtinct there; 
For their life's buſineſs and intentions fit, 
Springs of irrational D "6A wit; 
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What virtue kindles their pneumatic fire, | 

And whither at deceaſe they filently retire ; 

Grand Sov'reignty, that thus was pleas'd to ſtate 
Their ends, and toils, and undeſerved fate! 

Too good, too guiltleſs to be treated thus. 

To he enthrall'd, and facrific'd for us 
What brighter forms in human fabric reign, 
Innoble and impeach degenerate man ; 

Outfly weak ſenſe no metaphylic wings, 

Yet ty'd to muſcles and mechanic ſtrings, 

Deſtin'd to light, and to diviner guſt, 

Wedded to clay, and proſtitute to luſt, 

Remote from matter, and exempt from death, 
Immediate progeny of Almighty breath ! 

In cloſe aſcents the riſing grow, 

Holding communion ftill with thoſe below ; 

From meaneſt microſcopic ſpecies there, 

Of nature's armies the remoteſt rear, 

Up to the frontier ſquadrons of the skies, 

Does gradual kindred, and connexion riſe : 

Thus wiſdom thro* whole nature's orb is 

Leaving no wide uncomely chaſm between; 

*Tis fin, alas! has all the miſchief done, 

Broke the creation's harmony and thrown 

Beneath the baſeſt brutes our 1 race 
Down deep to hell, and to loſt angels place; 
How cou'd I weep (had I my eyes again) 
The deſp'rate caſe. inchanted ſouls are in, 
Immers'd in earth and fleſh, in filth and fin! 
Is that the world ſo courted, and fo ſought ? 


For which the unſeen worlds have thro all ages fought ? 
Bleſs me! my guide, what wounding fight is here! 


See, how the ſpacious regions of the air 

Throng'd with thick ſhoals of diff rent ſp'rits appear 
See now the ſev'ral ranks, that fell | 

From innacence aud joys unſpeakable ! 

Look! ſome of coarſe alloy, ignoble birth, 

Delight in dens and caverns of the earth; 

Others, on other purpoſes intent, 

The atmoſphere's incircling climes-frequent ; 

Others, in whom a loftier genius reigns, 

Arc dwellers of the vaſt eihetial plains, 


Malignant 
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Malignant all! and ſtudious (as they can) 
I' avenge their ruin upon envy'd man! © 
Poor mortals, drown'd in lethargy and vice! 
Bewitch'd with wit, with apiſhnets and noiſe! 
To whom this view is all romantic theme, 
Being nobly born to laugh, and drink and dream! a 
Blind to the world of unincarnate hoſts! 
The ſpoils the foot-balls of contending ghoſts ! 
Dream on, mad world! thy frantic dreams attend 
Time flies apace to its appointed end! 
Great Michael now prepares to take 
His fatal trump to found, * * 7 
Almighty trump! that ſoon will make 
Earih's rooms, and heav'n's high roof to ſhake, 
Death's adamantine courts to quake, 
The quick and dead (leſs deaf o'th' two) to 8 
Will call paſt time (unthought-of riddle!) back, 
And (ſince thy age ſhall ſuch, at leaſt, be found) 
Will in a moment raiſe fix thouſand years from under 
The patient judge jult ready is to riſe (ground! 
From off his throne, and to repair 
To his tribunal in the air, 
To hold thy univerſal, thy ſevere aſſize; 
Venture, ſtill venture his revengeful ire, 
The raging billows of his furious fire! 
See then, what pow'r thy proud preſumption hath 
To fave thee from the injur'd Saviour's wrath ! 
Oh me! how roaring ſiends, loos'd from their cell, 
Run pathering — the globe, ſupplies for hell! 
See how they ſcatter darkneſs and diſtruſt, 
Sow up and down their tares, 
Like fire-balls, hurl ſtrong ſcandals, bates and . 
With pregnant ſeeds of each enraged luſt ! 
Look yonder dev 'I does midſt gull'd crouds record 
Dark oracles, and craves to be Ader di 
Look, with what zeal that buſy one creates 
Capricious feuds and jealouſies in ſtates! | 
How archly that does grim complexion pai 
With holy varniſh, and belies the Giant ! 
How t'other, near a murder d carkafs hid, 
Walks ghaſtly, and bemoans th' untimely dead! 
Ab! now each unbeliev d ate — 
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Of ſtalking ſerum is expos d to _ : 
Of what looſe maſs they form their pliant dreſs, 
How change their mein and viſage as they pleaſe ; 
What errands force them to appear below, 
What ghoſtly laws are giv'n them, when they go, 
How they, untouch'd by lying ſhapes, impoſe, 
Dance in their chains, and revel in their woes ; 
How they are ſtruck,” and ſtrike our organs there, 
Throw off their garb and fink to night and air. 
Oh, dreadfyl ! ſee how fiery Demons fly 
Thick o'er our heads along th' affrighted sky, 
Dragging pale ghoſts, all howling from afar, 
Rent at the views of the decifive bar | — 
But ſee how heav*n's bright poſts skip to and fro 
Some ſacred gifts convey,  — 
Some brandiſh'd ſwords of wrath diſplay, 
And pour deep vials out full-charg'd with woe. 
O me ! how tamely ſome walk up and down, 
Attending exiles, fore'd to lands unknown, 
Look, ſome to priſon haſte, reſolv'd to be 
With fellow-ſervants:there, or bound or free: 
Others with wond'rous diligence ſurvey, 
' Guard little-ones-in cradles, and at play, 
Charg'd ſtill to watch their growing years, 
iſcuſs their dangers and their fears, 
Till by adult offences griev d away. 
Strange ! yonder's one, midſt threatning waves and air, 
A veſſel holds, oblig'd by potent pray'r: 
Some with concern at ſacred temples wait, 
(The porch of heav'n is beauteous Sion's gate) 
With more concern, than ranſom'd flocks that there 
In fair pretending companies appear ; 
Wait, as if they with utmoſt pleaſures came, 
To hear the ſounds of the Redeemer's name ; 
Pleas'd to behold (without our glimm'ring glaſs! ) 
The executions of eternal grace z | 
Admiring skill divine, and proſp'rous aid 
In rearing an immortal church, diſplay d; 
Expecting there, and overjoy'd to ſee ' 
New partners join'd to their ſociety; 
| Thus does our peace their pure aſſections move 
Bleſt copies of eternal light and love: 


Oh ! 
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Oh ! with what ſpeed and joy yon ſeraphs come, 
Conducting their reſpective charges home? 
Bleſs'd God ! cou'd earth's vile globes exalted be 
To ring o'er heav'n, thus rais'd in thy decree, 
Rais'd above all the numerous globes that lye 
Within thy hand, beneath thy piercing eye ? 
Has that vile ſpot, thro' running time, engroſs'd 

Divine compaſhon, wiſdom, thought, 

Both fairly — * and dear bought, 
The world immenſely bleſt, by being loſt ? 
What royal grace purſues our ſinful ſoil, 
With hell's ſtrong prince divides the captive ſpoil? 
Worthy in endleſs praiſe and ſongs to found, 
Does 'midſt our guilt thus triumph and abound, 
Reſcues, exalts a choſen part as high, 
As others low in deep deſtruction lye. 
Thus the poor globe muſt caft its prim'tive right, 
Be ſpoil'd and drain'd of all its natives quite. 
Entirely ſhar'd *rwixt hell and realms of light. 
No wonder ſacred oracles declare 
It muſt fly thence, and quit its ancient ſphere ; 
Be thrown aſide, as ſtain'd with fin's diſgrace, 
Or elſe refign'd for a more righteous race. | 
Bleſs me!] wou'd heav'n's high heir, th' eternal Son 
Redeem his rebels, purchaſe the undone ? 
Wou'd he put on their fleſh, and ſojourn there? 
Tread curſed ſoil and breathe polluted air? 
Wou'd he there dye, reſolv'd in boundleſs love 
To ſhow how he cou'd crim'nal duſt improve? 
Cou'd waſh black ſouls with ſacred blood of's own, 
And lead an earthly ſpouſe this father, and his throne ? 
Bleſs me ! muſt yonder grov'ling pigmy-weights 
Surmount the lords of theſe ſuperior lights ? 
Muſt they the court and preſence-chamber fill, 
With ſtatelieſt courtiers vye in luſtre and in skill? 
Sing angels, ſing! and let new Iy be ſtrung, 
To echo conſort to a new made ſong ! 
Sing you, that ſee bright love's myiterious face! 
Love that involv'd them in deſigns of grace; 
That ſee the grace that all their fins out-reach'd, ; 
That ſee the hell from whence they're ſay'd and fetch'd, 

P 3 (Sav'd, 
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(Sav'd, while, alas! your doleful brethren are 
Plung'd in vindictive flames and in deſpair.) 
That ſee his grandeur, whoſe rich blood was ſpilt 
To waſh their ſouls, and blot their crimſon guilt ; 
That ſee the pow'r that will their lives retrieve ; 
That ſee the glories they can ſcarce believe ; 
That ſee (withal) their vile ungrateful mind; 
That feel the joys for which they are deſign'd ; 
That from the throne drink beams and pleaſures new ; 
That know what tis to join, and equal you; 
You that ſee this, theſe themes that muſt employ 
The countleſs ages of eternity, 
Who at theſe views are raviſh'd with delight, 
Whoſe ſinging pow'rs are equal to your fight, 
O {ſing for them (if you have ſongs to ſpare, 
Songs that undue for your own glories are.) 
Ye cherubs firſt the rapt'rous ſo in, 
And load the burden of your ſong 
With Hallelujahs loud and long; 
Then ſeraphs in your time and place fall in ; 
Fall in and catch the riſing ſound 
At its remote rebo nd 
Warble, protract and be 
The chorus in th' applauding company; 
And mount the muſic higher, and then 
Ye tall arch-angels ſeal the ſong with your Amen. 
Thus live and {mg ! and as you fing, fall down, 
Paying all homage to th' eternal crown; 
Sing and adore, and by the ſongs you raiſe 
Atone for their unpardonable want of praiſe. 


But while I greedily ſurvex 
The little globe, where I my being gain'd, 
Methinks, I'm ſeiz'd upon the way, 
And forcibly detain'd 7 a 
By yonder grave proceſſion that's 
Look there, with what ſolemnity, 
: And mournful decent, 
That funeral advances ſlowly on 
Alas] alas! I ſ ere ? 
By ſomething of the compan ß, 


But 
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But more by ſympathetic qualm I find, 
There go the reliques that I left behind 
There they are marching to the ſilent room, 
That truly long ago 
Was due to them, and deſtin'd fo 
By guilty nature and inexorable doom. 
Thanks, pious friends, ſo loving and ſo good, 
Who this laſt office pay, 
Who thus reſpectfully convey 
The uſeleſs cargo to an undiſturb'd abode. 
Kind miniſters of law ſevere and juſt, 
That thus remands our duſt to duſt! 
May you long live and ſuperſede 
Such fatal ſervices, nor need , . - 
Such gloomy tenement ; but when ye do 
May the ſame favour, friends, be paid to you? 
Alas | what diff rence now appears to be 
Betwixt immortal me, | 
And, poor bereaved carcaſs, thee ? 
How vital, ſprightly, and perceptive I ? 
Offspring of heay'n, and rival of the sky 
Fill'd with amazement and delight anew, 
On this ſurpriſing intellectual view 
Awak'd to act, and fee, and feel much more 
Than all th* impriſon'd powers cou d do before; 
Fled from the crannies of embarraſs'd ſenſe, 
I'm grown all eye and ear, and all intelligence. 
Mean while, how ſqualid and how diſmal thou, 
Of duſt compos'd, to duſt returning now 
Diſmal, as is death's melancholy. ſhade ! 
And ſqualid, as the place where thou art laid! 
No dawning ſun can chear thee with his light? 
No moon or ſtars peep in,by night; _ 
Late a well guarded fort waſt thou, 
A bandon'd and defenceleſs now! 
The double guards appoſnted to oppoſe 
The inſults of approaching ſoes, 
Have all their truſts and offices deny'd, 
Fall'n cold and moveleſs by thy ſide ; 
Can drive no tim'rous mole or worm from thence, 


To wooden walls oblig'd ev'n for their own defence 
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The pillars of thy fabrick now no more 
Support the weight that once they bore ; 
Down they are fall'n, and fink beneath the ground, 
With earth and their own ruins cover'd round 
The whole retinue that attended thee 
. Muſt henceforth pine and ſtarve, and famiſh'd be: 
The mill is done, and ſervice there, 
The grinders can prepare no cheer ; 
The watchmen; for their fanRion ſeated high, 
Ordain'd the ambient region to de ſery, 
Look out no more, nor mind the foe, 
Nor pive their items to the _ below ; 
The doors are barr'd, and ſilent ev'ry room, 
No grateful viſitants can go or come; 
The miniſters of harmony 
Dis-tan'd and ſpeechleſs lye ! 
All ſtopt the organs! and all broke the keys; 
More lifeleſs than the ſtrings that late did pleaſe ! 
Delights are gone, and tempting objects fled, - 
And all thy inclinations too are dead : 
Little, ah! little didſt thou conſider ſure, 
When youth and blood was warm, 
What dire cataſtrophe thou muſt endure, 
Vnſtirr'd by wanted ſprings, and deaf to ev'ry charm ? 
Alas! the ſilver cord that ty'd 
The jointed beam and rafters cloſe, 
That ſtrength and tone around the walls ſupply'd, 
Untwiſted lyes, and all its branches looſe : 
The golden and capacious bowl, 
The houſe and lab'ratory of the ſoul, 
With all its vital furniture's deſtroy'd, 
No forge or flames remains, 
No more it faſhions, or contains, 
The ſubtile utenſils I manag'd and employ'd : 
The fountain, that in *midſt did play, 
And thro' each room cut out its lambent way, 
Exhauſted is of all its ſtore, . 
And loads the pitcher with ics ſtreams no more. 
The wheel is broke, and each nutritious juice 
That did with life abound, 
And gather'd more by whirling round, | 
Now ſtagnates and corrupts for want of ancient uſe. 
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The curious net-work and mechanic lace 
Diſſolve and melt — * hy 
Where's now the embroid'ry of each mptuous > 
Was this the mirror of unbounded art ? 22 
Strange, that the maker ſhou'd his work diſdain, 
Unravel't all, as if *twere made in vain. 
But ſee the pow'r of law and wrath divine ! 
In dark ſome graves does heav'n's bright juſtice ſhine ; 
See how provoking human race has been? 
See there the wages of hereditary fin F 
But (ſtrange, that things ſo diſtant ſhould combine! 
That ſpirit and clay ſhou'd in ſuch wedlock join ! 
Strange, that I ſhou'd fo long, ſo gladly dwell 
With ſuch an uncouth inmate, and unſuitable ! 
Strange, that I con'd ſuch noiſome preſence bear, 
And doat upon that ſordid lumber there ! F 
But yet I muſt with due reſentment own * 
What once thou walt, n 
My loyal, my coev 
Eibe a7 at his command, 
Beſtow'd by his own hand, 
Who the firſt human pair in nuptial union ty'd ! ' 
Farewell, farewell my der;; 
The conſtant part ner of my hope and fear, 
My boſom friend, my old relief, 
Whoſe kindneſs wou'd be ſure 
— — _ a — 
And by a ſigh or tear ſtrive to diſſolve 
Farewell my priſon, my diſeaſe, [25 wif; 
What pining ſeaſons were 
; My 2 my fare, 
As long as thou e the keeper of vo 
Go tempter, go, as thou halt been * 
A quick extinguiſher of heav'nly fires ! 
A ſource of black enormity and fin ! 
Thou cramp of ſacred motions and dehires * 4 
How brave and bleſt am I, 0 
Unfetter'd from thy company, 
Thou enemy of my joys and me ! 
But pardon that I thus 
Unconſciouſly accuſe ! 


How much more cruel have I been ds thee ? 
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"Twas cruel I, oblig'd thee to obey 

The wilful dictates of my guilty ſway ! 

Twas I made all theſe ills, — death thy on, 

Condemn'd thee to the jail, where thou art thrown ; - 

My crimes debauch'd thy duſt, and forfeited 

The happy reſtoration from the dead ; 

But 'tis reſoly'd, dear mate, that we 
Shan't always thus divorced be ; 
We'll meet again, long, long to try 

What vigour abſence adds to joy: 

Be ſure. then, grave, thou faithful prove! 
The dear depo/itum obſerve, 

Tell ev'ry ſinew, bone, and nerve, 
They're all recorded in the regiſter above, 
As they diſſalve, tell ev'ry duſt, 

For tho' thou call'ſt it thine, 
Thou mult it all reſign, 

- *Tis but a while committed to thy truſt. 
When the awak'ning trump ſhall ſound, 
Thy vaſt accounts ſhall be call'd in, 
Be canvaſs'd, that it may be-ſeen 
What thy azrears and debts have been, 

To th' overſeer of all conſecrated ground ; 

Thy mighty landlord he 1 who ſtill will have ' 
The keys of death and of the grave! 

He'll watch thoſe purchas'd reliques there which we 
Lay down with grief, and leave with thee. 
Thy captiv'd tenants all are his, 

His priſoners, or his heirs of bliſs ;. 

The one he will demand to doom, 
And kindly fetch the other home; 

He fees thy conſtant rage, but meaneth ſo 

T' inhance his honour in thy overthrow ; 

He'll burſt thy bowels, and by pow'r 
Force thee all that food reſtore 
Which thou, curſt canibal, did'ſt e er devour + 
Sleep then, dear mate, in peace, in quiet dwell, 
Secure from all thy cares, | 
From me, and foes, and ſnares, et 
Sleep on till 1 return to call thee from thy cell 
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B ER MU DAS. By Mr. Marvell. 


HERE the remote Bermudas ride, 
In th' ocean's boſom uneſpy d; 

From a ſmall boat, that row'd along, 
The liſt' ning winds receiv'd this ſong. 

What ſhould we do but ſing his praiſe, 
That leads us thro' the watry maze, 
Unto an iſle ſo lang unknown, 
And yet far kinder than our own ? 
Where he the huge ſea-monſters wrecks, 
That lift the deep upon their backs. 
He lands us on a graſſy ſtage, 
Safe from the ſtorms, and prelate's rage. 75 
He gave us this eternal ſpring, ä 
Which here enamels every thing; 
And ſends the fowls to us in care, 
On daily viſits thro' the air. 
He hangs in ſhades the orange bright, 
Like golden lamps in a green night. 
And does in the pomegranates Ss, 
Jewels more rich than Ormus ſhows. 
He makes the figs our mouths to meet; 
And throws the melons at our feet. 
But apples plants of ſuch a price, 
No tree could ever bear them twice. 
With cedars, choſen by his hand, 
From Lebanon he ſtores the land. 
And makes the hollow ſeas, that roar, 
Proclaim the ambergreaſe on ſhoar. 
He caſt (of which we rather boaſt) 
The goſpel's pearl upon our coaſt. | 
And in theſe — * did frame . 
A temple where to ſound his name, 
Oh! let our voice his praiſe exalt, 
Tillit arrive at heav'n's vault: 
Which, thence (perhaps) rebounding, may, 
Echo beyond the Mexique Bay. | 

Thus ſung they, in the Ergli/h boat, 
An holy and a chearſul note; + 


And 
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And all the way, to guide their chime, 
With falling oars they kept the time. 


— — — A _— —_ 
— — — 2 —— 


4 DIALOGUE between the SQUL and BO DY. 


Soul. | 
O W HO ſhall from this dungeon raiſe 
A ſoul enſlav'd ſo many ways! 
With bolts of bones, that fetter'd ſtands 
On feet, and manacled in hands. 
Here blinded with an eye, and there 
Deaf with the drumming of an ear. 
A ſoul hung up, as twere, in chains 
Of nerves, and arteries, and veins, 
Tortur'd, beſides each other part, 
In a vain head, and double heart. 
Body. 
O who ſhall me deliver whole, 
From bonds of this tyrannic ſoul ? 
Which ſtretch'd upright, impales me fo, 
That mine own precipice Igo; 
And warms and moves this needleſs frame; 
(A fever could but do the ſame.) © 
And, wanting where its ſpight to try, 
Has made me live to Jet me dye. 
A body that could never reſt, 
Since this ill ſpirit it poſſeſt. 
Soul. 
What magic could me thns confine 
Within another's grief to pine ? - 
Where, whatſoever it complain, 
I feel, that cannot feel, the pain. 
And all my care itſelf employs, 
That to preſerve, which me deſtroys; 
Conſtrain'd not only to endure | 
Diſeaſes, but, what's worſe, the cure; 
And ready oft the port to gain, 
Am ſhipwreck'd into wo * 


But phyſic yet could never reach 
The maladies thou me doſt teach; 
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Whom firſt the cramp of hope does tear ; 
And then the pally, ſhakes, of fear. 
The peſtilence of love does heat; 
Or hatred's hidden ulcer eat. 
Joy's chearful madneſi does perplex, 
Or ſorrow's other madneſs vex ; 
Which knowledge forces me to know, 
And memory will not forgo. 
What but a ſoul could have the wit 
To build me up for ſin ſo fit ? 
So architects do ſquare and hew 
Green trees that in the foreſt grew. 


— — — —___ST__— 


—_— 


— 


A NIGHT-PIECE on DEATH. 


By Dr. Parnell. 


Y the blue taper's trembling light, 
No more I waſte the wakefal . 
Intent with endleſs view to pore 
The ſchoolmen and the ſages oer: 
Their books from wiſdom widely ſtray, 
Or point at beſt the longeſt way. 
I'll ſeek a readier path, and go 
Where wiſdom's ſurely taught below. 
How deep yon azure dyes the ſky ! 
Where orbs of gold unnumber'd lye, 
While thro” their ranks in ſilver pride 
The nether creſcent ſeems to glide. 
The flumb'ring breeze forgets to breathe, 
The lake is ſmooth and clear beneath, 
Where once again the ſpangled ſhow 
Deſcends to meet our eyes below. 
The grounds which on the right aſpire, 
In dimneſs from the view retire : 
The left preſents a place of graves, - 
Whoſe wall the ſilent water laves. 
That ſteeple guides thydoubtful fight 
Among the livid gleams of night. 
There paſs with melancholy ſtate, 
By all the ſolemn heaps of fate, 
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And think, as ſoftly - ſad you tread 
Above the venerable dead, 

Time was, like thee, they liſe poſſeſt, 
And time ſhall be, that thou ſhalt reſt. 

'Thole graves with bending oſier bound, 
That nameleſs heave the crumbled | grounds 
Quick tv the glancing thought diſcloſe 
Where toil and poverty repoſe. 

The flat ſmooth ſtones that bear a name, 
The chiſſel's lender help to fame, 

{Which eber our ſet of friends decay, 
Their frequent ſteps may wear away) 
A middle race of mortals own, 

Men, half ambitious, all unknown. 

The marble tombs that riſe on high, 
Whole dead in vaulted arches lye, 

Whole pillars ſwell with ſculptur'd ſtones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphs and bones, 
Theſe (all the poor remains of ſtate) - 
Adorn the rich, or praiſe the great; 

Who while on earth in fame they live, 

Are ſenſeleſs of the fame they give. 

Ha ! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades, 
"The burſting carth unveils the ſhades ! 
All flow, and wan, and wrap'd with ſhrouds, 
1 hey rile in viſionary crouds, 

And all with fober accent cry, 
Think, mortal, what it is to die. 

Now from yon black and fun ral yew, 
That bathes the charnel-houſe with dew, 
Methinks I hear a voice begin ; 

(Ve ravens ceaſe your croaking din, 

Ye tolling clocks, no time reſound | 
Oer * lake and midnight ground) 

It ſends a peal of hollow groans, * 
Thus ſpeaking from among the bones. 

When men my ſcythe and darts ſupply, 
How great a ling of fears am I! 

They view me like the laſt of things: 
They make, and then they dread, my ſtings, 
Fools! if you leſs provok'd your fears, 

No more my ſpectre · form appears. 
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Death's but a path that muſt be trod, 

if man wou'd ever paſs to God: 

A port of calms, a ſtate of eaſe 

From the-rough rage of ſwelling ſeas. 
Why then thy flowing fable ſtoles, 

Deep pendent cypreſs, mourning poles, 

Looſe ſcarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 

Long palls, drawn herſes, cover d ſteeds, 

And plumes of black, that, as they tread, 

Nod o'er the 'ſcutcheons of the dead ? 
Nor can the parted body know, 

Nor wants the foul theſe forms of woe : 

As men who long in priſon dwell, 

With lamps that glimmer round the cell, 

Whene'er their ſuff ring years are run, 

Spring forth to greet the glitt ring ſun: 

Such joy, tho' far tranſcending ſenſe, 

Have pious ſouls at parting hence. 

On earth, and in the body plac'd, 

A few, and evil years they waſte ; 

But when their chains are caſt aſide, 

See the glad ſcene unfolding wide, 

Clap the glad wing, and tow'r away, 

And mingle with the blaze of day. 


A HYMN t CONTENTMENT. By the ſame. 


Ovely laſting peace of mind ! 
Sweet delight of human kind t * 
Heav'nly born, and bred on high, | 
To crown the fay'rites of the 
With more of happineſs below 
Than victors in a triumph know ! 
. Whither, O whither art thou fled, 
To lay thy meck contented head ! 
What happy region doſt-thou 12 
To make the ſeat of calms and calc ? 
Ambition ſearches all its ſphere 
Of pomp and ſtate to meet thee there. 
Increaſing avarice would find | 
Thy ie in its gold ae 
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The bold advent'rer ploughs his way, 
Thro' rocks amidſt the foaming ſea, 
To gain thy love ; and then perceives 
Thou wert not in the rocks and waves. 
The ſilent heart which grief aſſails, 
Treads ſoft and loneſome o'er the vales, K 
Sees daiſies open, rivers run, 
And ſeeks (as I have vainly done) 
Amuſing thought ; but learns to know 
That ſolitude's the nurſe of woe. 
No real happineſs is found 
In trailing purple o'er the ground: 
Or in a bal * high, 
To range the circuit of the ſky, 
Converſe with ſtars above, and know 
All nature in its forms below; 2 
The reſt it ſeeks, in ſeeking dyes, 
And 2 — laſt for knowledge riſe. 
Lovely, laſting peace, appear ! 
This world tels if thou art here, 
Is once again with Eden bleſs d, 
And man contains it in his breaſt, 
*Twas thus, as under ſhade I ſtood, 
I ſung my wiſhes to the wood, 
And, loſt in thought, no more perceiv'd 
The branches whiſper as they wav'd : 
k ſeem'd, as all the quiet place 
Confeſs d the preſence of the grace. 
When thus ſhe ſpoke : Go, rule thy will, 
Bid thy wild raſſions all be ſtill, 
Know God —— and bring thy heart to know 
The joys which from religion flow : 


Oh! by yonder moſly ſeat, 
In my hours of ſweet retreat; 
Might I thus my foul employ, 
With ſenſe of gratitude and joy : 
Rais d as ancient prophets were, 
In heav ' nly viſion, praiſe, and pray'r ; 
Pleaſing all men, hurting none, 
Pleas d and bleſi d with God alone: 


oy 


Then 


* 


( 


Then while the gardens take my ſight 
With all the colours of delight ; a 


While filver waters glide along, 
To pleaſe my ear, and court my ſong ; 
ly! 25 my voice, and tune my ſtring, 
And thee, great Source of nature, ſing. 
The ſun that walks his airy way, 
To light the world, and give the day; 
The — that ſhines with borrow'd light ; 
The that gild the gloomy night ; 
The — — — 
The wood that {j its ſhady leaves; 
The field whole cars conceal the grain, 
The yellow treaſure of the plain; 
All of theſe, and all I fee, 
Shou'd be ſung, and ſung by me: 
They ſpeak their Maker as they can, 
But want and ask the tongue of man. 
Go, ſearch among your idle dreams, 
Your buſy or your vain extremes; 
And find a life of equal bliſs, 
Or own the next begun in this. 


1 


* i. —— 


A DIALOGUE. between the Reſolved Soul and 
Created Pleaſure. By Mr. Marvel. | 


Soul. 
OURAGE, my foul, now learn to weild 
The weight of thine immortal ſhield. 
Cloſe on thy head thy helmet bright: 


Balance thy ſword againſt the _ 
See where an army, ſtrong as fair, 
With filken banners ſpreads the air. 


Now, if thou be ſt that thing divine, 
In this day's combat let it ſhine ; 
And ſhew that nature wants an art 
To conquer one reſolved heart. 
| Pleaſure, 
Welcome the creation's gueſt, 
Lord of carth, and heav'n's Q 


| 
! 
: 


+ 
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Lay aſide that warlike creſt, 

And of nature's banquet ſhare : 
Where the ſouls of fruits and flow' rs 
Stand prepar 'dto __— . 


1 88 and . fy: 
To bait fo long u way. 
OO P "by &e 
On theſe downy pillows lye, 
Whole ſoft plumes will thither fly 
On theſe = {trew'd fo plain, 
Leſt one leaf thy fide ſhould ſtrain. 
Saul. 
My gentler reſt is on a thought, 
Contcious of doing what I ought. 
: Pleaſure. 
If thou be'ſt with perfumes pleas'd, 
Such as oft the gods appeas d, 
Thou in fragrant clouds ſhalt ſhow 
Like another god below. | 
Soul. 
A foul that knows not to preſume, - 
Is beaven 5 and its own me. 
leaſure. 
thing does ſeem to vie 
Which ſhould firſt attract thine eye; 
But ſince none deſerves that grace, 
In this cryſtal view thy . 
5 


f When the Creator's {kill is priz d, 8 1 »A #71: 


"The reſt is all but earth diiguis l. 

Pleaſure. 
Hark we muſic then prepares, 
For th , theſe charming airs ; | 
Which 'the poſting winds recall, ; 
And ſuſpend the river's fall. 1 

Seul. 

Had I but any time to loſe, 
On this I would it all diſpo@,. | 
Ceaſe Tempter. None cap chain. a mind, 
Whom this ſweet cordage cannot bind. 


| 
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Chorus. 


Earth cannot ſhow ſo brave a fight, 

As when a ji foray 47 does fence 

The batt'ry of alluring ſenſe, 

And heaven views it with delight. 
Then perſevere ; for ſlill new charges ſound ; 
And if thou overcom'ſt, thou ſhalt be crown'd:. 


Pleaſure. 
All that's coſtly, fair, and ſweet, 
Which. ſcatteringly doth ſhine, 
Shall within one beauty 
And ſhe be only thine. 
Soul. 
- — of fight ſuch heav'ns be, 
v'ns are thoſe we cannot ſee ? 
Pleaſure. 
Whereſve' er thy foot ſhall go 
The minted gold ſhall lye ; 
Till thou purchaſe all below, 
And want new worlds to buy. 
Soul. - 
Wer't not for price who'd value gold? 
And that's worth nought that can be ſoldi. 
Pleaſure. 
Wilt thou all the glory have 
That war or peace commend ?/ 
Half the world ſhall be thy flave,, 
The other half thy friend. 
Seu. 
What friends} if to my (elf untrue?” 
What ſlaves, unleſs I captive you? 
Pleaſare, 
Thou ſhalt know each hidden cauſe ;. 
And ſee the future time: | 
Try what depth the centre draws, 
And then to heaven climb. 
Soul. 
None thither mounts by the degree 
Of knowledge, but humility, 
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Chorus. 
Triumph, triumph, vidorious foul; 
The world has not one pleaſure more: 
The reſt does he beyond the pole, 

And is thine everlaſting flere. 


——__—— 


— — — — — 


To a FRIEND wnder AFFLICTION. By 
Mr. Pomfret. 


ONE lives in this tumultous ſtate of things, 
Where ev'ry morning ſome new trouble bringe; 

But bold inquietudes will break his reſt, 

And gloomy thoughts diſturb his anxious breaſt. 

Angelic forms, and happy ſpirits are 

Above the malice of ing care: 

But that's a bleſſing too ſublime, too high 

For thoſe who bend beneath mortality. 

If in the body there was but one part . 

Subject to pain, and ſenſible of (mart, 

And but one paſſion could torment the mind; 
That part, that paſſion fate would find: 
But — infirmities in boek abound, 

Since ſorrow both ſo many ways can wound, 
Tis not ſo great a wonder that we prieve 
Sometimes, as 'tis a miracle we live. 

The happicſt man that ever breath'd on earth, 
With all the glories of eſtate and birth, 
Had yet ſome anxious care to make him know 
No grandeur was above the reach of woe. 

To be from all things that diſquict, free, 

Is not conſiſtent with humanity. - 

Youth, wit, and beauty, are ſuch charming things, 
Ofer which, if affluence ſpreads her gaudy wings, 
We think the perſon, who enjoys ſo much, 
No care can move, and no affliction touch. 
Yet could we but ſome ſecret method find, 
To view the dark receſſes of the mind, 

We there might ſee the hidden ſeeds of ſtrife, 
And woes in embryo rip'aing into life; 

How ſome fierce luſt, or boill'rous paſſion, fills 
The lab ring ſpirit with prolific ills; 
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Pride, envy, or revenge, diſtrat his ſoul, 
And all right-reaſon's god-like pow'rs controul. 
But if ſhe muſt not be allow d to ſway, 
Tho' all without appears ſerene and gay, 
A cank'rous venom on the vitals preys, 
And poiſons all the comforts of his days. 
External pomp, and viſible ſucceſs, 
Sometimes contribute to our happineſs; ; 
But that, which makes it genuine, refin'd,... 
Is a good conſcience, and a foul reſign d: 
Then, to whatever end affliction's ſent, 
To try our virtues, or for puniſſiment, 
We bear it calmly, tho” a pond'rous woe, 
And (till adore the hand that gives the blow. 
For in misfortunes this advantage lyes, 
make us humble, and they make us wile. 
And he that can acquire ſuch virtues, 
An ample recompenſe for all his pains. 
Too ſoft carreſſes of a proſp'rous fate, 
The pious fervours of the foul abate ; 
Tempt to luxurious caſe our careleſs days, 
And gloomy vapou Rec the ſpirits raiſe, 
Thus "oy 1 a we doſing lye, 
And find our ruin in 3 
Unleſs ſome ſorrow comes to our relief, | 
And breaks th' inchantment by a timely grief: 
e ht, 
In blackeſt of light; 
So, in the 4 hours, we ma 
The ſecret pleaſure * . * 
And thole requeſts the ſpeedieſt paſſage find 'Y 
To heav'n, "which flow from an afflicted mind: 
—— — to er diſtreſs, 
hter, and our forrows leſs. 
Th fineſt — de che grove, we owe 
To mourning Philomel's har s harmonious woe ;- 


And while her i in charming notes expreſt, 
A thorny pricks her tender breaſt: 


In warbling mi ſhe * the night, 


And moves at once compaſſion and delight. 
No choice had e er ſo happy an event, 
But he that made it, did that — repent. 


. 


So weak's our judgment, and ſo ſhort's our ſight, 
We cannot level our own wiſhes right: p 
And if ſometimes we make a wiſe advance, 
T'ourſelves we little owe, but much to chance. 
So that when providence, for ſecret ends, 
Corroding cares, or ſharp affliction ſends, 

We muſt conclude it it ſhould be fo, 

And not deſponding, or impatient grow; 

For he that will TH be "0-3 remove 

From boundleſs wiſdom, and eternal love, 

To place it on himſelf, or human aid, 

Will meet thoſe woes he labours to evade: 

But in the keeneſt agonies of grief, 

Content's a cordial that ſtill gives relief. 

Heav'n is not always mad Acpas he ſtrikes, 
But moſt chaſtiſes thoſe whom molt he likes; 
And if with humble ſpirits they complain, 
Relieves the anguiſh, or rewards the pain. 


* i. . 


— 


To ancthet FRIEND under AFFLICTION. 
| By the ſame Hand. ba A 


INC E the firſt man by diſobedience fell, 
An eaſy conqueſt to the pow'rs of hell, 

There's none in ev'ry, ſtage of life can be 

From the inſults of affliction free. 

If a ſhort reſpite gives us ſome relief, 

And interrupts the ſeries of our grief, 

So quick the pangs of miſery return, 

We joy by minutes, but by 
Keaton rla/ ublllipertodicn brought - 

By wile philoſophy, and ſerious thought, 
1 the ſoul beneath the pond rous weight 

angry ſtars, and unpropitious fate: 

Then is the time ſhe ſhould exert her pow'r, 

And make us practice what the taught before, 

For why are ſuch volum' nous authors read, 

The learn'd labours of the famous dead, 

But to the mind for its defence, 


By ſage refalts, and well digeſted (en l 


# 


T IT) 
That when the ſtorm of miſery appears, 
With all its real or fantaſtic <A 
We either may the rolling danger fly, 
Or ſtem the tide before it (wells too high. 

But tho' the theory of wiſdom's known 
With eaſe, what ſhould, and what ſhould not be done; 
Yet all the labour in the practice lyes, 

To be in more than words, and notion, wile. 
The ſacred truth of ſound philoſophy 

We ſtudy early, but we late apply. 

When ſtubborn anguiſh ſeizes on the ſoul, 
Right reaſon would its haughty rage controul ; 
But if it mayn't be ſuffer'd, to endure 

The pain is juſt, when we reject the cure. 
For many men, cloſe obſervation finds, 

Of copious learning, and exalted minds, 
Who tremble at the fight of daring woes, 
And ſtoop ignobly to the vileſt foes ; 

As if they ood not how to be 
Or wiſe, or brave, but in felicity; 

And by ſome action, ſervile, or unjuſt, 

Lay all their former glories in the duft. 

For wiſdom firſt the wretched mortal flies, 
And leaves him naked to his enemies: 

So that when moſt his prudence ſhould be ſhown, 
The moſt imprudent giddy things are done: 
For when the mind's ſurrou with diſtreſs, 
Fear, or inconſtancy, the judgment preſs, 
And render it incapable to make 

Wile reſolutions, or good counſels take. 

Yet there's a ſteadinels of foul, and thought, 
By reaſon bred, and by religion taught, 
Which, like a rock amidſt the ſtormy waves, 
Unmoy'd remains, and all affliction braves. 

In ſharp misfortunes ſome will ſearch too deep 
What heav'n prohibits, and would ſecret keep: 
But thoſe events tis better not to know, 
Which, known, ſerve only to increaſe our woe. 
Knowledge forbid ('tis dang'rous to purſue) 
With guilt begins, and ends with ruin too. 
For had our carlieſt been content 
Not to know more, than to be innocent, 
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Their ignorance of evil had 'd 
Their joys entire, for then they had not ſwerv'd. 
But they imagin'd (their deſires were ſuch) | 
knew too little, till they knew too much. 
E'er ſince by folly moſt to wiſdom riſe, 
And few are, but by fad experience, wile. 
Conſider, friend! who all your bleſſings gave, 
What are recall'd again, and what you have; 
And do not murmur, when you are bereft 
Of little, if you have abundance left. 
Conſider too, how many thouſands are 
Under the worſt of mĩſeries, deſpair ; 
And don't repine at what you now endure, 
Cuſtom will give you eaſe, or time will cure. 
Once more conſider, that the preſent ill, | 
Tho! it be great, may yet be greater ſtill; 
And be not anxious, for to undergo 
One grief is nothing to a num'rous woe. 
But ſince it is im to be 
Human, and not expos'd to miſery, 
Bear it, my friend, as bravely as you can; 
You are not more, and be not leſs than man! 
Afflictions paſt can no exiſtence find, 
But in the wild ideas of the mind: 
And why ſhould we for thoſe misfortunes mourn, 
Which have been fuffer'd, and can ne'er return? 
Thoſe that have weather'd a tempeſtuous night, 
And find a calm approaching with the light, 
Will not, unleſs their reaſon they diſown, 
Still make thoſe dangers preſent that are gone. 
What is behind the curtain none can fee ; 
It may be Joy, ſuppoſe it miſery ; 
?Tis future ſtill, and that which is not here 
May never come, or we may never bear. 
Therefore the preſent ill alone we ought 
To view, in reaſon, with a troubled thought: 
But, if we may the ſacred pages truſt, | 
He's always happy, that is always ju/?. 


bs 
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On e CONFLAGRATION and enſu- 


ing FUDGMENT, A Pindaric Eſſay. By the 
ſame Hand, 


Eſe quoque in fatis reminiſcitur affore tempus 
„ mare, quo tellus, correptague regia celi | 
rdeat, et mundi moles operoſa laboret, Ovid. met. 


I. 

OW the black days of univerſal doom, 
Which wond'rous prophecies foretold, are come; 
What W convulſions, what ſtupendous woe 

uſt ſinking nature undergo, 
Amidſt the dreadful wreck and final overthrow ! 

Methinks I hear her, conſcious of her fate, 
With fearful groans and hideous cries 
Fill the preſaging skies, 
Unable to ſupport the weight, 


Or of the preſent, or 22 mileries. 
Methinks 1 her ſummon all 


Her guilty off-spring, raving with deſpair, 
And trembling, cry aloud, Prepare, 
Ye ſublunary pow'rs, t = my funeral! 
I 


See, ſee the tragical ts, 
Thoſe diſmal harbingers of dire events! 
Loud thunders rore, and darting light'nings fly 
Thro' the dark concave of the troubled sky: 
The fiery ravage is begun, the end is nigh. 
See how the glaring meteors blaze 
Like baleful torches, O they come, 
To light diſſolving nature to her tomb! 
And ſcatt'ring round their peſtilential rays, 
Strike the affrighted nations with a wild amaze. 
Vaſt ſheets of flame, and globesof fire, 
By an impetuous wind are driven, 
Thro' all the regions of th" inferior heav'n, 
Till hid in ſulph'rous wn, 1 ſeemingly expire. 


Sad and amazing tis to ſee, 
What mad confuſion rages over all 
This ſcorching 
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tes bore Meigs hang 
But eac es : 

What diſmal havock of mankind is made 

By wars, and peſtilence, and dearth, 

Thro' the whole mournful earth! 

Which with a murderin = they invade, - 
Forſook by providence, and all-propitious aid. 

Whilſt fiends let loſe, their utmoſt rage employ 

To ruin all things bere below; 

Their malice and rev no limits know, 
But, in the univerſal tum * all deſtroy. 

Diſtracted mortals from their cities fly 

For ſafety to their yarns ay” ground, 
But there no yu” can be found; 
The vengeance of an angry , 
With unrelenting fury, does encloſe them round : 
And whilſt for mercy ſome aloud implore 
The God they ridicul'd before; 
And others raving with their woe, 

{For hunger, thirſt, deſpair they ) 
Blaſpheme and curſe the power they ſhould adore. 
The earth, parch'd up with drought, her jaws extends, 

And opening wide a dreadful tomb, 
The howling multitude at once deſcends 
Together all into her burning womb. 
V. 

The trembling Alps abſcond their aged heads 

In mighty pillars of infernal ſmoke, 

Which from their bellowing caverns hroke, 

And ſuffocates whole nations where it ſ 

Sometimes the fire within divides 

The maſſy rivers of thoſe ſecret chains, 

Which hold together their prodigious ſides, 

And hurls the ſhatter'd rocks o er all the plains; 
While towns and cities, ev'ry thing below . 
Is ovetwhelm'd with the ſame of woe. 

VI. | 

No ſhow'rs deſcend from the malignant sky, 

To cool the burning of the thirſty field; 

The trees no leaves, no grafs the meadows yield, 

But all is barren, all is dry. . 
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The little rivulets no more 
To larger ſtreams their tribute pay, 
Nor to the ebbing ocean they, 
Which, with a ſtrange unuſual roar, . 
Forſakes thoſe ancient bounds it would have paſs'd before, 
And to the mouſtrous deep in vain retires ; 
For ev'n the deep itſelf is not ſecure, 
But belching ſubterraneous fires, 
Increaſes ſtill . ſcalding calenture, 
Which neither carth, nor air, nor water can endure. 
VII. 
The ſun by ſympathy concern'd, 
At thoſe convulſions, pains, and agonies, 
Which on the whole creation ſeize, 
Is to ſubſtantial darkneſs turn'd. 
The neighbouring moon, as if a purple flood 
O'erflow'd her tottering orb, appears 
Like a huge maſs of black corrupting blood ; 
For ſhe herſelf a diſſolution fears. 
The larger planets which once ſhone ſo bright, 
With the reflected rays of borrow'd light, 
Shook from their center, without motion lye, 
_ Unwieldy globes of folid night, 
And ruinous lumber of the sky. 
VIII. 
Amidſt this dreadful hurricane of woes, 
(For fire, confuſion, horror, and deſpair 
Fill ev'ry region of the tortur d earth and air) 
The great archangel his loud trumpet blows, 
At whoſe amazing ſound, freſh agonics 
Upon expiring nature ſeize ; 
For now ſhe'll in few minutes know 
Th” ultimate event and fate of all below. 


Awake, ye dead, awake, he cries, 


For all muſt come: 
| AU that bad human breath, ariſe, * 
To hear your laſt warn” [on 


At this the ghaſtly tyrant, who had ſway'd 
So many thouſand ages uncontrol'd, 


; KP 
The ſcatter d particles of human clay, 
Which in the ſilent grave s dark chambers lay, 
Reſume their priſtine forms again, 
And now from mortal, grow immortal men. 
Stupendous energy of ſacred pow'r, 
Which can colle&, where-ever caſt, 
The ſmalleſt atoms, and that ſhape reſtore, 
Which they had worn ſo many years before, 
Tho' thro? ſtrange accidents and num'rous changes paſt. 
X. 
Sce how the joyful angels fly 
From ev ry quarter of the sk 
To gather, and to convoy al, 
The pious ſons of human race, 
To one capacious place 
Above the couſines of this rural carry 
See with what teuderneſs and love they bear 
Thoſe righteous fouls thro' the tumultuous air; 
Whilſt the ungodly ſtand below, 
Raging with ſhame, confuſion and deſpair, 
Amidſt the burning overthrow, 
Expecting fiercer torments, and acuter woe. 
Kound them infernal ſpirits howling fly ; e 


O horror, curſes, tortures, chains, they cry: 
And rore aloud with W blaſphemy. 
J. | 
Hark how the daring ſons of infamy, 
Who once diffolv'd in pleaſures lay, 
And laugh'd at this tremendaus day, 
To rocks and mountains new to: hide 'em cry ; 
Bur rocks and mountains all in aſhes lye. 
Their ſhame's ſo mighty, and fo ſtrong their fear, 
That rather than appear 
Before a God incens'd, they would be hurl'd 
Amongſt the burning ruins of the world, 
And lye conceal'd, if poſſible, for ever there. 
Time was, they would not own a Deity, 
Nor after death a future ſtate: 
But now, by ſad experience find too late, 
There is, and terrible to that degree, | 
That, rather than behold his face, they'd ceaſe to be. 


* + 
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And ſure 'tis better, if heavn would re confine, 
To have no being; ; but they muſt remain 


For ever, and for ever be in pain. 
O inexpreſſible ſtupendous puniſhment, 
Which cannot be ee d yet muſt be underwent. 


But now the eaſtern ſkies expanding wide 
** orious Judge omnipotent defends, 
bends; 


ſubl world his paſſa 
3 cloth with, human 2 did once reſide. 
Round him the bright ethereal armies fly, 
And loud 1 Hallelujahs ſing, 
With ſongs o and hymns of v » 
* id Ts thei celeſtial Kin "A 
glory, r, dominion, N 
Now and for for AK. . 

To the eſſential One, and co- eternal Three. 
Periſh that world, as tis decreed, 
Which ſaw the God i incarnate bleed! 

Periſh by thy almighty vengeance thoſe 
Who durſt * on, or thy laws 
The curſed reful 1 and hell's proud ſeed. 
Now to the unbelieving nations ſhow, 
Thou art a God from all eternity ; 
Not titular, or but office lo, 
And let em the myſterious union ſee, 
Of human nature with the — 4 
With mighty tranſports, yet with awful fears, 
The gend brbold this glorious ſight, 
Their God in all his majeſty appears, 
Ineffable, amazing bright, 
And ſeated on a throne of ever 


light. 
Round the cibana, next 10 the weil High, 
In facred diſcipline and order ſtand 


pon 

In the white boſom of a ſhining cloud, 
What Bus CORY UDLTS 509: 
n courſe purſue 


His holy precepts in the worlt of times; | 
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Maugre what earth or hell, what men or devils could do. 

And now that God they did to death adore, 

For whom ſuch torments and ſuch pains they bore, 

Returns to place them on thoſe thrones above, 

Where undiſtarb'd, uncloy'd, they will poſſe 
Divine ſubſtantial happineſs, 


_ Unbounded as his pow'r and laſting as his love. 


XIV. 
Go bring, the Judge impartial frowning cries, 
Thoſe rebel fons, who did my laws deſpiſe; 
Whom neither threats nor promiſes could move, 
Not all my ſufferings, nor all my love, 
To fave themſelves from everlaſting miſeries. 
At this ten millions of archangels flew 
Swifter than light'ning, or the ſwifteſt thought, 
And leſs than in an inſtant brought, 
The wretched, curs'd, infernal crew, 
Who with diſtorted aſpects come, 
To hear their fad intolerable doom, 
Alas! they cry, one beam of mercy ſhow, 
Thou all-forgiving Deity ! 
To gm crimes is natural to thee ; 
Cruſh us to nothing, or ſuſpend our woe ; 
But if it cannot, cannot be, 
And we muſt go into a gulf of fire, 
(For who can with omnipotence contend) 
Grant, for thou ri a God it may at laſt expire, 
And all our tortures have an end. 
Fernal burnings, Oh! we cannot bear! 
Tho? now our bodies too immortal are. 
Let 'em be pungent to the laſt degree; 
And let our pains innumerable be, 8 
But let em not extend to all eternity. 
XV. 
Lo, now, there does no place remain 
For penitence and tears, but all | 
Muſt by their actions ſtand or fal! 
To hope for pity is in vain, 
The dye is caſt, and not to be recall'd again. 
Two mighty books are by two angels brought, 
In this impartially recorded ſtands | 
The law of nature, and divine commands ; 
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In that, each action, word and thought, 
Whate'er was ſaid in lecret, or in ſecret wrought. 
Then firſt the virtuous, and the good, 
Who all the fury of temptation ſtood, 
And bravely paſs d thro' ignominy, chains and blood, 
Attended by their guardian angels, come 
To the 2. bar of final doom. 
In vain the grand accuſer, railing, brings 
A long indictment of enormous t 3 
Whole guilt wip'd off by penitential tears, 
And their Redeemer's blood and agonies, 
No more to their aſtoniſhment appears 
But in the ſecret womb of dark oblivion lyes. 
XVI. 
Come now, my friends, he cries, ye ſons of grace, 
Partakers once of all my wrongs and ſhame, 
Deſpis'd and hated for my Tos 
Come to your Saviour's, and your God's embrace 
_ Aſcend, and thoſe bright di poſſeſs, 
For you by my eternal father made, 
Fer the foundation of the world was laid; 
And that ſurprizing happineſs, 
Immenſe as my own Godhead, and will ne er be leſs. 
For when | languiſhing in priſon lay, 
Naked and ſtary' 'd almoſt for want * bread, 
You did your kindly viſits pay, 
Both cloth'd my body, and my hunger fed. 
Wearied with ſickneſ, or oppreſs d with grief, 
Your hand was always ready to ſupply. 
Whene'er I wanted, you were always by, 
To ſhare my ſorrows or to give relief. 
In all diſtreſs ſo tender was your love, 
I could no anxious trouble bear, 
No black misfortune, or vexatious care, 
But you were ſtill impatient to remove, 
And mourn'd, your charitable hand, ſhould unſucceſsful 
All chis you did, tho not to me [ prove. 
In perſon, yet to mine in milery ; 
And ſhall for ever live 
In all the glories that a God can give, 
Or a created being's able to reccive. 


2 
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XVII. 
At this the architects divine on high 


Innumerable thrones of glory railc, 
On which they, ip appointed order, place 
The human co-heirs of eternity ; 
And with united liymns the God incarnate praiſe, 
O holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Eternal God, Almighty One, 
Be thou for ever, and be thou alone 
By all thy creatures conſtantly ador'd! 
Incffable 


from 2 bi 
Who non gave birth 
To angels, 


and to men, to heaven, and to carth, 
Yet always waſt thyſelf, and will forever be. 
But for thy mercy, we had ne er poſſeſt 
Theſe thrones, and this immenſe felicity, 
Could ne'er have been ſo infinitely bleſt : 
"Therefore all glory, power, dominion, majeſt 
To beg G lanb of God, Yo” 


To thoſe upon the left, and crics, 256d 
(Almighty vengeance flaſhing in his eyes) 


l Ye impious, unbelieving race, 


To thoſe eternal torments 
Prepar'd for thoſe rebellious ſons of 

In burning darkneſs, and in flaming night; 
Which ſhall no limit or ceſſation know, 

But always are extreme, and always will be fo. 
The ſentence paſs'd; a dreadful cloud, 
Incloſing all the miſerable croud, 

A mighty hurricane of thunder roſe, 
And hurl'd em all into a lake of fire, 
Which never, never, never can expire; 

The vaſt abyſs of endleſs woes. 
ern 
In glorious triump vg thro” the sky, 

To jojs immenſe, and wel Ag ecfialy. 


8 


$ 
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4 HYMN on the SEASONS. 


| By Mr. Thomſon. 


HESE, as they change, almighty Father! theſe, 
Are but the varied God. The rolling year 

Is full of thee. Forth in the pleaſing ſpring 

Thy beauty walks, thy tenderneſs and love. 

Wide-fluſh the fields; the ſoftening air is balm ; 

Echo the mountains round ; the foreſts live ; 

And every ſenſe, and every heart is joy. 

Then comes thy glory in the ſummer months, 

With light, and heat, ſevere. Prone, then thy ſun 

Shoots Full perfection thro' the ſwelling year. 

And oft thy voice in awful thunder ſpeaks ; 

And oft at dawn, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By brooks and groves, in hollow-whiſpering gales. 

A yellow-floating pomp, thy bounty ſhines 

In autumn unconfin'd. Thrown from thy lap, 

Profuſe o'er nature, falls the lucid ſhower 

Of beamy fruits; and in a radiant ſtream, 

Into the ſtores of ſteril winter pours. 

In winter dreadful thou! with clouds and ſtorms 

Around thee thrown, tempeſt o'er tempeſt roll'd, 

Horrible blackneſs! On the whirlwind's wing, 

Riding ſublime, thou bidſt the world be low; 

And bumbleſt nature with thy northern blaſt. 

| Myſterious round I what (kill, what force divine, 
Deep- felt, in theſe appear l a ſimple train, 

Yet ſo harmonious mix d, fo fitly join'd, 

One following one in ſuch inchaating fort, 

Shade, unperceiv'd, fo ſoftening into ſhade, 

And all fo forming ſuch a whole, 

That as ſtill ſucceed, they raviſh ſtill. 

But wondering oft, with brute unconſcious gaze, 

Man marks thee not, marks not the mighty hand, 

That, ever-buſy, wheels the ſilent ſphcres ; 

Works in the trevet deep; ſhoots, (teaming, thence . 

The fair profuſion that o erſpreads the ſpring; 

_ from the ſun direct the flaming day; 

Feeds every creature ; hurls the tempeſt forth ; 


And 
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And, as on earth this grateful change revolves, 

With tranſport touches all the ſprings of life. 
Nature, attend; join every living foul, 

Beneath the ſpacious temple of the (ky, 

In adoration join; race jor | 

An univerſal hymn ! to him, ye , 

Breathe ſoft ; hoſe ſpirit teaches you to breathe. - 

Oh talk of him in ſolitary glooms! 

Where, o'er the rock, the Farcel waving pine 

Fills the brown void with a religious awe. 


Th' impetuous ſong, and ſay from whom you rage. 
His praiſe, ye b attune, ye 
ee e eee ad | 
e headlong torrents, rapid, and profound; 
—— —ůů— — . 
Along the vale; and thou, majeſtic main, 

A ſecret world of wonders in thyſelf, 


Breathe your ſtill ſong into the reaper's heart, 


Amid the ing «ky, the ſilver lyre. 
— wal og S601 20k mags here below | 

Of thy Creator, ever darting wide, 

From world to world, the vital ocean round, 

On nature write with every beam his praiſe, 
The thunder rolls: be huſt''d the proſtrate world; 
While cloud to cloud returns the dreadful hyma, 
Bleat out a freſh, ye hills; ye moſſy rocks, 
ur * ene reſponſive low, 

Le valleys, raiſe ; great ſhepherd reigns ; 
And yet again the golden age returns. 


Wildeſt 
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Wildeſt of creatures, be not ſilent here ; 
But, hymning horrid, let ” deſart — ya 
Ye woodlands all, awake: 
Burſt from the groves ; ; and N the creed ay 
— „lays the warbling world aſleep 
of birds ! ſweet 2 charm 
The liſtening ſhades ; and thro* the midnight hour, 
Trilling, prolong the wildly lucious note; 
That night, as well as day, may vouch his praiſe. 
Ye chief, for whom the whole creation ſmiles; 
At once the head, the heart, and mouth of all, 
Crown the great bymn ! in (warming cities valt 
Concourſe of men, to the deep organ join 
The long reſounding voice, oft 1 clear, 
At folemn pauſes, — the ſwe 
And as each mingling <3 4 
In one united or Ae to heaven. 
Or if you rather chuſe the rural ſhade, 
To find a fan in every ſacred grove, 
There let the ſhepherd's flute, the virgin's chaunt, 
The prompting ſeraph, and the poet's > 
Still ling the God of ſeaſons as they __— 
For me, when I forget the —— theme, 
Whether the bloſſom o_— the ſummer-ray 
Ruſſets the plain, delicious autumn gleams, 
Or winter riſes in the reddening eaſt ; 
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat. 
Should fate command me to the fartheſt | verge 
Of the green earth, to holtile barbarous 
Rivers unknown to ſong ; where firſt the ſun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his ſetting beam 
Flames on th' Atlantic iſles ; tis nought to me; 
Since God is ever preſent, ever felt, 
In the void waſte, as in the city full; 
Rolls the fame kindred ſcaſons rouud the world, 
In all apparent, wiſe, and good in all; | 
Since he ſuſtains, and animates the whole ; 
From ſeeming evil ſtill educes 
And better thence again, and better ſtill, 


In infinite progreſſion. But Lole 
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Myſelf in bim, in light ineffable ! 
Come then, expreſſive filence, mule his praiſe. 


—_—C{Yvu 


hats * 


— 


The Firſt PSALM imitated, in a Pindaric Ode. 


I. 
APPY, O! happy is his ſtate, 
Whoſe thoughts are always right; 
Whoſe zeal the wicked can't abate, 
Whom no ill words delight ; 
But who the law of God purſues, 
In all he thinks, in all he does, 
And, only earneſt to obey, 
Makes it his ſtudy night and day. 
II 


Like ſome fair tree a brook beſide, 
Whoſe waters nouriſh as they glide, 


And keep it ever — ; 
Which blofſoms cover in the ſpring, 
Which autumn's golden honours bring ; 
So ſhall this man be ſeen, 
III. 
For God, in whom he puts his truſt, 
Is ever good, is ever juſt, 
And will his righteous ſervant give 
Wherewith in peace and joy to live. 


- J. 

But hapleſs is the ſinner's fate, 
Whoſe thoughts to error tend; 

To whom examples laws create, 
Whom every wind can bend. 

Fictitious hope his fancy feeds; 

He, reſtleſs, toils, yet ne er ſucceeds ; 

But fees the proſpects he deſign'd 

Diſpers'd like chaff before the wind. 


| II. 
Such is the order here of thin 
Which from the wiſeſt being Ning, 
That evil works in vain; 
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Goodneſs flill draws its own reward, 

While thoſe who wicked ends regard 
Purſue and purchaſe pain. 

III. 

For, high in juſtice and in might, 

God always unto men doth right ; 

Doth life unto the good ſupply, 

And lets the guilty {inner die. 


r 
— — 


The late Earl of C--L--LE's Advice to his Son, the preſent 


Earl of C--1--LE. Written a few Hours before hi: 
Death. 


To my Son the Lord M--p--th. 


F in theſe + lawns and woods thus form'd, 
If in theſe ſhady walks adorn'd, 

Thou takeſt ſome delight ; 

Let him who did perform the ſame, 

Who peace of mind preferr'd to fame, 
Stand preſent to thy fight. 

To the long labours, to the care 

And thoughts of thee, who art his heir, 

Some thanks perchance are due : 

If then his wiſh thou wou'dlt fulfil, 

If thou wou'dſt execute his will, 
The like deſign purſue. 

His care for thee in this he ſhows, 

He recommends the life he choſe, 
Where health and peace abound ; 

He did from long experience find 

That true content, a quiet mind, 
Seldom in courts are found. 

Fly then from thence, the city leave; 

Thy very friends will thee deceive ; 
Virtue docs there offend: 

In this retreat ſafe ſhalt thou be, 

From all thoſe certain miſchiefs free 
That do on courts attend. 


| 8 Nor 
+ Alluding to a famous ſeat in the county of Yerk, 


(206 Y 


Nor think that in this lonely ſhade, 
For eaſe, for quiet chiefly made, 

Inactive thou mult be: 
Occaſions often will preſent, 
Whereby vile deeds thou may'ſt prevent; 
aflice will call on thee. 

The bold oppreſſor thou ſhalt awe, 
The violator of the law 

Shall feel thy heavy hand: 
To the diſtreſs d and needy poor, 
Thy ready charitable door 

Shall ever open ſtand. 

A glorious kindneſs thou muſt ſhow, 
Favours and bounties ſtill beſtow 
On them who moſt deſerve : 
The innocent thou ſhalt protect, 
The needieſt thou ſhalt not neglect; 

In ſafety all preſerve. 

If thus thy time thou do'ſt employ, 
True peace of mind thou ſhalt lor, 

The acts are good and j 
The poor man's pray'r will . attend, 
The rich will much thy worth commend, 

In thee they Il put their truſt. 
Then think on thoſe who are to come, 
Think on thy darling blooming ſon, 

Thus for his good provide ; 

Sbew him the life that thou haſt led, 

Inſtruct him in thoſe pan (9.07 tread ; 
Be thou his faithful gu 

If virt'ous thoughts his foul 2 

If this advice he will purſue, 

Sure happineſs he Il find $ 
Nor can'ſt thou, if great wealth thou leave, 
Which often does the world deceive, 

- To him be half ſo kind. 
Thus for thy own, and for his ſake, 
That his abode he there may make, 

New works for him prepare; 
What then for thee thy father s done, 
Do thou the like for thy dear fon, 

For him ſhew equal care, 
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The times will come, nought-can prevent, 
From theſe green ſhades thou ſhalt be ſent, 
To darker far below ; 
On yon green hill a dome does ſtand; 
Erected by thy father's hand, 
Where thou and J mult go. 
To thee what comfort then 'twill be ! 
The like allo 'twill be to me, 
When our laſt breath we yield, 
That ſome good deeds we here have done, 
A fruitleſs courſe we have not run, 
When thus we quit the field. 


—— — — — — 
— 


—_— 


A Pindaric Ode on the Paſſion of our SAVIOUR, 
By Mr. Norris. 


AY bold, licentious muſe, 
We... What noble ſubje& wilt thou chuſe ? 
at hero, of what mi thing, 
Wilt — boundleſs numbers fing ? 
Sing th' unfathom'd depths of love; 
For who the wonders done by love can tell, 
By love, which is itſelf all miracle? 
in vaſt endleſs circles may'ſt thou rove,. 
And like the trav'ling planet of the day, 
In an orb unbou ſtray. 
Sing the great miracle of love divine, 
Great be thy genius, ſparkling ev'ry line; 
Love's greateſt myſteries rehearſe, 
Which on Rn in haos brooding fat, 
ich on the teeming c 15 
And hatch'd with kindly heat the univerſe. 


How God in choſe to die 
ee ns 
Man, not his creature only, but his enemy. 

II. 


Lo in Gethſemane I ſee him proſtrate 1 
Preſs d with the weight * great — 
, 2 
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The common fluices of his eyes 
To vent his mighty paſſion won't ſuffice ; 
His tortur'd body weeps all o'er, 
And aut of every pore £ 
Buds forth a precious gem of purple gore 
How ſtrange the power of afflition's rod, 
When in the hand of an incenſed God ! 
Like the commanding wand, 
In Meſesr' band, | 
It works a miracle, and turns the flood 
Of tears into a ſea of blood. 
See with what pomp ſorrow does now appear, 
How proud ſhe is of being ſeated here; 
She never wore - 
So rich a dye before. 
Long was he willing to decline 
Th' encounter of the wrath divine; 
Thrice he ſent, for his releaſe, 
Pathetic embaſſies of peace ; 
At length his courage overcame his doubt, 
Reſolv d he was, and ſo the bloody flag hung out. 
. III. 
And now the tragic ſcene's diſplay'd, 
Where drawn in full battalia are laid 
Before his eyes 
That numerous hoſt of miſeries 
He muſt withſtand, that map of woe 
Which he muſt undergo. 
That heavy wine-preſs muſt by him be trod, 
The whole artillery of God. 
He ſaw that face, whoſe very fight 
Chears angels with its beatific light, 
Contracted now into a dreadful frown, 
All cloth'd with thunder, big with death, 
And ſhowers of hot burning wrath, 
Which ſhortly muſt be poured down; 
He ſaw a black and diſmal ſcroul 
Of ſins paſt, preſent, and to come, 
With their intolerable doom, 
Which would the more oppreſs his ſpotleſs ſou), 
As th' elements are weighty prov'd, 
When from their native ſtation they're remov d. 
. | He 


(+2097 7} 


He ſaw the foul ingratitude of thoſe 
Who would the labours of his love oppoſe, 
And reap no benefit by all his agomies : 
He faw all this, 
And as he ſaw, to waver he began, | 
And almoſt to repent of his great love to man. 
Ws 1 

When lo] a heay'nly form, all bright and fair, 
Swifter than thought ſhot thro th* enlighten'd air; 

He who fits next th” imperial throne, 
And reads the counſels of the great Three-one, 
Who in eternity's myſterious glaſs | 
Saw both what is, what was, and what muſt come to paſs;; 


He came with reverence profound, 
And rais'd „„ Maker Gem the ground, 
Wip'd off the bloody ſweat, 


With which his face and garments too were wet, 
And comforted his dark benighted mind 
With ſov'reign cordials of light refin'd. 
This done, with ſoft addreſſes he began 
To fortify his kind deſigns for man, 
| Unſeal'd to him the book of God's decree,. 
And ſhew'd him what muſt be: 
Alledg'd the truth of prophecies, 
Of figures, types and myſteries : 
How needful *twas thus to ſupply 
With human race the ruins of the sky: 
How this would new acceſhon bring 
To the celeſtial quire, 
And how withal it would inſpire 
New matter for the praiſe of the great King: 
How he ſhould ſee the travel of his ſou}, and bleſs 
Thoſe ſufferings which had ſo good ſucceſs : 
How great the triumph of his victory: 
How glorious his aſcent would be: 
What weighty bliſs in heav'n he ſhou'd obtain . 
By a few hours of pain, a 
Where to eternal ages he ſhould reign. 
He ſpake — confirm'd in mind the champion ſtood, 
A ſp'rit divine 
OT the __ veil of 1 _— 
All over powerful he was, all over good. 
83 Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd with his fucceſsful flight, 
TY' officious angel poſts away 
To the bright regions of eternal day, 
ing in a tract of light: 
In haſte for news the heavenly people ran, 
And joy'd to hear the hopeful ſtate of man. 
V. 
And now that ſtrange prodigious hour, 
When God muſt ſubje& be to human pow'r, 
That hour is come : 
Th' unerring clock of fate has ſtruck, 
*T was heard below down to hell's loweſt room, 
Aud {trait th' inſernal pow'rs th' appointed ſignal took. 
Open the ſcene, my muſe and fee 
Wonders of impudence and villany ; 
How wicked mercenary hands 
Dare to invade him whom they ſhould adore ; 
With ſwords and ſtaves encompaſs d round he ſtands, 
Who knew no other guards than thoſe of heaven before, 
Once with his powerful breath he did repell 
The rude aſſaults of hell; 
A ray of his divinity 
Shot forth with that bold anſwer, I am he. 
They reel and ſtagger, and fall to the ground, 
For God was in the ſound. Ft: 

The voice of God was once again 
| Walking in the garden heard, 
| And once again was by the guilty hearers fear'd, 
Trembling ſeiz'd ev'ry joint, and chilneſs ev'ry veia. 

This little victory he won, | 
Shew'd what he could have done. 
But he to whom as chief was giv'n 
The whole militia of heav'n ; 
That mighty he | 
Declines all guards for his defence 
But that of his inſeparable innocence, - | 
And quietly gives vp his liberty. f 
He's ſeiz d on by the military bands, 
With cords they bind his ſacred hands; 
But ah how weak ! what nothings would they prove, 
Were he not held by ſtronger ones of love ! | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


VI. Once 


* * 
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VI. 
Once more my wearied muſe thy pinions try, 
And reach the top of Calvary, 
A ſteep aſcent! but moſt to him who bore 
The burden of a croſs this way before. 
(The croſs aſcends, there's ſomething in it ſure 
That moral is and myſtical ; 
No heights of fortune are from thee ſecure, 
Afflictions ſometimes climb as well as fall.) 
Here breathe a while, and view 
The doleful'ſt picture ſorrow ever drew, 
The Lord of life, heav'n's darling Son, 
The great, th' almighty One, 
With * arms nail'd to a curſed tree, 
Crown'd with ſharp thorns, cover'd with infamy. 
He who before | 
So many miracles had done, 
The lives of others to reſtore, ? 
Does with a greater loſe his own. 
Full three hours long he did ſuſtain 
Molt — and poignant pain: 
So long the ſympathiſing ſun his light withdrew, 
And won der'd how the ſtars their dying Lord could 
| VIE. [ view. 
This ſtrange defect of light 
Does all the ſages in aſtronomy affright 8 
With ſears of an eternal night: 
Th' intelligences in their courſes ſtray, 
And travelters below miſtake their way, 
Wond'ring to be benighted in the midſt of day: 
Each mind is ſeiz d with horror and deſpair, 
And more o' erſpread with darkneſs than the air. 
Fear on, 'tis wond'rous all and new, 
' Tis what paſt ages never knew, 
Fear on, but yet you'll find 
| The great eclipſe is (till behind: 
The luſture of the face divine 
Does on the mighty ſufferer no longer ſhine ; 
God hides his glories from his fight 
With a thick ſcreen made of hell's groſſeſt night; 
Cloſe wrought it was, and ſolid all, | 
Compacted, and ſubſtantial, 
Impenetrable to th' beatific light; Wich- 
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Without complaint he bore 
The tortures he endur'd before ; 
But now no longer able to contain 
Under the great hyperbole of pain, 
He mourns, and with a ſtrong pathetic cry, 
Laments the ſad deſertion of the Deity. 
Here (top, my muſe, ſtop and admire, 
The breather of all life does now expire. 
His milder Father ſummons him away; 
His breath obediently he does reſign ; 
Angels to paradiſe his ſou] convey, 
And calm the relicts of his grief with hymns divine. 


— 


— 


On the RESURRECTION. By Mr. Addiſon. 


language has produced: Nor does their only excellence con 
in being an accurate poem; but alſo in being an exact 
of the painter's original upon the Altar in Magdalen Col- 
lege; but ſo much improved with all the ſtrongeſt figures 
and moſt lively embelliſhments of a poetical deſcription, that 
the reader receives a double ſatisfattion in ſeeing the two 
Her- arti fo uſeful to each other, in borrowing mutual helps, 
and mutual advantages. 

It is, indeed, wonderful to find in the narrow compa; of 
fo few pages all the moſt dreadful circumſtances of that laſt 
terrible crit of time : The poem is a beautiful and ſuc- 
cinct epitome of all that has or can ever be ſaid on that im- 
portant ſubject. 


HE following lines are eſteemed by the beſt judges to be 
the fineft sketch of the Reſurrection, that any age or 


ST E pencil's glowing lines and vaſt command, 
And mankind rifing from the painter's hand, 
The awful Judge array'd in beamy light, 
And ſpectres trembling at the dreadful fight, 
To (ing, O muſe, the pious bard inſpire, 
And waken in his breaſt the ſacred fire. 

The hallow'd ficld, a bare white wall of late, 


Now cloth'd in gaudy colours, ſhines in ſtate ; 


And 
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And leſt ſome little interval confeſs - 
Its antient ſimple form, and homely dreſs ; 
The skilful artiſt laid o'er every part 
The firſt foundation of his future art : 
O'er the wide frame his ductile colours led, 
And with ſtrong primings all the wall o'erſpread, 
As e'er yon ſpangling orbs were hung on high, 
Leſt one great blank ſhould yawn thro' boundleſs sky, 
Thro' the wide heavenly arch and trackleſs road 
In azure volumes the pure ether flow'd; 
The ſun at length burns out, intenſely bright, 
And the pale creſcent ſheds her borrow'd light. 
With thick-ſown ſtars the radiant pole is crown'd, 
Of milky glories a long tract is found, 0 
O'erflows, and whitens all the heav'ns around. 
So when the ground-work of the piece was laid, 
Nor yet the painter had his art diſplay'd, 
With ſlower hand, and pencil more divine, 
He blends each colour, heightens ev'ry line; 
Till various forms the breathing picture wears, 
And a mute groupe of images appears. 
Celeſtial guards the topmoſt height attend, 
And crouds of angels o'er the wall deſcend ; 
With their big cheeks the deaf ning clarions wind, 
Whoſe dreadful clangors ſtartle all mankind : 
Ev'n the dead hear; the lab'ring graves conceive, 
And the ſwoln clod in picture ſeems to heave: 
Ten thouſand worlds revive to better skies, 
And from their tombs the thronging coarſes riſe. 
So when fam'd Cadmus ſow'd the fruitful field, 
With pregnant throws the quicken'd furrow ſwell'd: 
From the warm ſoil ſprung up a warlike train, 
And human harveſts cover'd all the plain. 
And now from ev'ry corner of the earth 
The ſcatter'd duſt is call'd to ſecond birth ; 
Whether in mines it form'd the rip'ning maſs, 
Or humbly mix'd, and flouriſh'd in the gra's. 
The ſever'd body now unites again, 
And kindred atoms rally into men : 
The various joints reſume their antient ſeats, 


And ev'ry limb its former task repeats. 
Here 
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Here an imperfect form returns to light, 
Not half renew'd, diſhoneſt to the ſight ; 
Maim'd of his noſe appears his blotted face, 
And ſcarce the image of a man we trace. 
Here by degrees infus'd, the vital ray 

Gives the firſt motion to the panting clay : 
Slow to new life the thawing fluids creep, 
And the {tiff joints wake heavily from ſleep. 
Here on the guilty brow pale horrors glare, 
And all the figure labours with deſpair. 

From ſcenes like theſe now turn thy wond'ring ſight, 
And if thou canſt withſtand ſuch floods of light, 
Look ! where thy Saviour fills the middle ſpace, 
The Son of God, true image of his face, 

Himſelf eternal God, e er time degan her race. 
See! what mild beams their gracious influence ſhed, 
And how the pointed radiance crowns his head! 
Around his temples lambent glories ſhine, 


And on his brow ſits majeſty divine; 


His eye-balls lighten with celeſtial fires, 
And ev'ry grace to ſpeak the God conſpires. 

But ah ! how chang'd, ah! how unlike the ſame 
From him, who patient wore the mortal frame; 
Who thro? a ſcene of woes drew painful breath, 
And ſtruggled with a fad, flow, long-drawn death: 
Who gave on Geo/potha the dreadful groan, 

Bearer of other's fins, and ſuff rings not his own. 
But death and hell ſubdu'd, the Deity 

Aſcends triumphant to his native sky; 

And rifing far above th” ethereal height, 

The ſun and moon diminiſh to his fight. 

And now to view he bare d his bleeding fide, 
And his pierc'd hands and feet, in crimſon dy d: 
Still did the nails the recent ſcars reveal, 

And bloody tracks of the transfixing ſteel. 
Hither in crouds the bleſſed ſhape their flight; 
And throng the manſions of immortal light ; 
The — twelve,“ an ever faithful band, 
Around their maſter ſit on either hand; 


Each 


® The apoſtles, as thus deſcribed, are F ainted on the Altar, tho 
not mentioned in Mr, Addiſon's Latin poem. 
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Each martyr-ſaint in glory ſhines conſeſt, 
Immortal pleaſures ruſhing to his brealt ; 

See worlds upriſing from the ſilent tomb 

To final judgment and eternal doom ; 

They mark each fatal word, each dreadful nod; 
And bleſs the righteous ſentence of their God. 
The fruitful matron and the ſpotleſs maid, 
And infants, with a longer life repaid, 

Stand round ; and drinking in celeſtial rays, 
On their Redeemer fix with ardent gaze, 

And all the heav'ns reſound with hymns of praiſe. 
Each boſom kindles with ſeraphic joy, 

And conſcious ecſtaſies the ſoul employ. 

Not equal rapture ſwell the Sybil's breaſt, 
When by the inmate deity poſſeſs'd; 
When Phzbus the prophetic maid inſpires, 
And her limbs tremble with convulſive fires. 

But whence this ſudden blaze of dazling light! 
What mitred brow is that, which greets my Gott ? 
Forth from a ſtately tomb I ſee him riſe, 

And mount with guards of angels to the skies. 

I know the form---alike the look and mien, 
Another Wainflet* in his face is ſeen. 

When will, alas! ſuch ſpotleſs worth be found? 
When will a mind with equal virtues crown'd ? 
Fearleſs he ſees Almighty vengeance riſe, 

And fixes on his God his guiltleſs eyes. 

But now far diff*rent ſcenes our wonder claim, 
Horrent with darkneſs and malignant flame; 
The labour'd wall delufive picture hides, 

And liquid ſulphur rolls in burning tides: 

So ſtrong, ſo fierce, the painted flames ariſe, 

The pale ſpectator views them with ſurprize: 
Believes the blazing wall indeed to burn, 

And fears the frame ſhould into aſhes turn. 
Hither in ghaſtly crouds the guilty haſte, 
Obſcene with horror, and with ſhame defac'd : 
With baggard looks the gloomy fiends appear, 
They gnaſh their foamy teeth, and frown ſevere. 


A ſtern 


Mi. liam Wainflet, bi 
Mogdaien Cu-, and the 


adjoining, 


of Winchefler. He was the founder of 
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A ſtern avenger with relentleſs mind, 
Waving a flamy faulchion, ſtalks behind; 
With which, as once from paradiſe he drove, 
He drives the ſinner from the joys above. 
| What ſhall he do forlorn ? or whither fly, 
To ſhun the ken of an all- ſeeing eye? 
What would he give among the juſt to ſhine, 
And fall before omnipotence divine ? 
But oh! too late in ſighs he vents his woe, 
Too late his eyes with guſhing tears o'erflow ! 
Vain are his ſighs, and fruitleſs are his tears, 
Vengeance and juſtice ſtop th' Almighty's ears. 

See! with what various charms the piece is fraught, 
And with what pregnant marks of judgment wrought ! 
With how much grace the living colours glow ! 
Not brighter colours paint the watry bow; 
When the freſh ſhow'rs her various luſtre 
And ev'ry drop with ſpangles decks the air. 

O! may the painter's labours never fade, 
Nor waſteful time their ſhining charms invade, 
No envious darkneſs ſhade the beauteous tints, 


Till the piece ſees the Ja great day it paints. 


* 


On the Merning of CR NST, NATIVITY. 


By Mr. Milton. 


L 
HIS is the month, and this the happy morn 
Wherein the Son of heav'n's eterna] King, 
Of wedded maid, and virgin mother born, 
Our great redemption from above did bring ; 
For ſo the holy ſages once did ſing, 
That he our deadly forfeit thould releaſe, 
And with his father work us a perpetual peace. 
II. 
That glorious form, that light inſufferable, 
And that far-beaming blaze of majeſty, 
Wherewith he wont at heav'n's high council table 
To fit the midlt of trinal unit, 
He laid aſide; and here with us to be, 
Forſook the courts of everlaſting day, 


And choſe with us a darkſome houſe of mortal clay. 


Say 
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| | m. 
Say heav'nly muſe, ſhall not thy facred vein, 
ord a preſent to the infant God ? 


Haſt thou no verſe, no hymn, or ſolemn ſtrain, 
To welcome him to this his new abode, 
Now while the heav'n by the ſun's team untrod, 
Hath took no print of the approaching light, 
And all the ſpangled hoſt keep watch in ſquadrons bright? 
IV. 
See how from far upon the caſtern 
The ſtar-led wifards haſte with odours ſweet 
O run, prevent them with thy humble ode, 
And lay it lowly at his bleſled feet; 
Have thou the honour firſt thy lord to greet, 
And join thy voice unto the angel quire, 
From out his ſecret altar touch'd with hallow'd fire. 


The HT M. 


I. 
T was the winter wild, 
While the heav*n-born child 
All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lyes ; 
Nature in awe to him 
Had doff'd her gaudy trim, 
With her great malter ſo to ſympathize ; 
It was no ſeaſon then for her 
To wanton with the ſun _ luſty paramour. 
I. 
Only with ſpeeches fair 1 
She woocs the gentle air, 2 
To hide her guilty front with innocent ſnow, | F 
And on her naked ſhame, \ 1 
Pollute with ſinful blame, 1 
The faintly veil of madam white to throw, 7 
Confounded that her Maker's eyes | | 
Should look ſo near upon her foul deformities. of - 
ul. 
But he her fears to ceaſe, $ 
Sent down the meek-cy'd 2 l | 


1 


She, crown'd with olive green, came ſoftly ſliding 
Down thro' the turning ſphere, 
His ready harbinger, 
With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing ; 
And waving wide her myrtle wand, 
She ſtrikes an univerſal peace through ſea and land. 

IV. 

No war, or battles ſound | 
Was heard the world around, 

The idle ſpear and ſhield were high up hung, 
The hooked chariot ſtood 
Unſtain'd with hoſtile blood, 

The trumpet ſpake not to the armed throng, 
And kings lat ſtill with awful eye, 
As if they ſurely knew their fov'reign Lord was by. 


But peaceful was the night, 
Vhereia the prince of light 

His reign of peace upon the earth began: 
* "The 4 with wonder whiſt, 
Swoothly the waters kiſt, 

Whiſpering new joys to the mild occan, 
Who now hach quite forgot to rave, 
While birds of calm fit brooding on the charmed wave. 

MY VI. 

The ſtars with deep amaze 
Stand fixt in ſtedfaſt gaze, 

Bending one way their precious influence; 
And will not take their flight, 
For all the morning light, 5 

Or Lucifer that often warn'd them thence; 
But in their glimmering orbs did glow, 
Until their Lord himlelf beſpake, and bid them go. 

VII. 

And though the ſhady gloom 
Had giv'n day her room, 

The fun himſelf with-held his wonted ſpeed, 
And hid his head for ſhame, 
As his inferior flame 

The new enlighten'd world no more ſhould necd ; 
He ſaw a greater ſun appear 


Than his bright throne, or burning axletree cobld bear. 


VIII. The 
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VIII. 
The ſhepherds on the lawn, 
Or cer the point of dayin, 
Sat ſimply chatting in à ruſtic row; 
Full litile thought they then, 
That the mighty Pan 
Was kindly come to live with them below: 


Perhaps their loves, or elle their ſheep, 
Was all that did their filly thoughts ſo buſy keep. 
When ſuch muſic ſweet 
Their hearts and cars did preet, 
As never was by mortal finger ſtruck, 
Divincly warbl'd voice 0 
Anſwering the ſtringed noiſe, 
As all their ſouls in bliſsful rapture took: 
The air ſuch pleaſure loth to loſe, 
With thouſand echos ſtill prolongs each heav'nly cloſe. 
> 


Nature that heard ſuch ſound 
Beneath the hollow round 
Of Cynthia's ſeat, the airy region thrilling, 
Now was almoſt won 
To think her part was done, 
And that her reign had here its laſt fulfilling 3 
She knew ſuch harmony alone 
Could hold all heav'n and carth in happier union. 
XI. 
At laft ſurrounds their ſight 
A globe of circular light, 
That with long beams the ſhame-fac'd night array d; 
The helmed cherubim, | 
And ſworded feraphim, | | 
Are ſcen in glitt'ring ranks with wings difplay'd, | 
Harping in loud and folemn quire, f 1 
With unexpreſſive notes to heaven's new- born heir. 
 . IB 
Such muſic (as 'tis ſaid) 
Before was never made, 
But when of old the ſons of morning ſung, 
W hile the Creator | . 
His conſtcllations ſet, 
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tad the well balanc'd world on hinges hung, 
And caſt the dark foundations deep, 
And bid the weltring waves their oozy channel keep. 
XIII. 


Ring out ye cryſtal ſpheres, 
Once bleſs our human ears, 

(If ye have power to touch our ſenſes ſo) 
And let your filver chime 
Move in melodious time ; 

And let the baſe of heav'n's deep organ blow ; 
And with your ninefold harmon 1 

ſymphony. 


Make up full conſort to th'ang 


XIV. 

For if ſuch holy ſong 
Enwrap our fancy long, 

Time will run back, and fetch the age of gold, 
And ſpeckl'd vanity 
Will &cken ſoon and die, 
And leprous fin will melt from carthly mould, 
And hell itſelf will paſs away, 
And leave her dolorous manſion to the peering day. 


XV. 
Yea truth and juſtice then | 
2 1 ud ng TM | 
Orb'd in a rain-bow, ories. wearing: 
will fit between, 0 
Thron' d in celeſtial ſheen, 
With radiant feet the tiſſu'd clouds down es, 
And heav'n, as at ſome feſtival, 
Will ope wide the gue of ber high ples ball. 
VE 
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But wiſeſt fate ſays no, 
This m- my yet be fo, 

The es yet in ſmiling infancy, 
That on 3 
Muſt redeem our loſa; 

So both himſelf and us to 
Yet firſt, to thoſe the chain'd in —4 
The wakeful crump of doom muſt thunder thro the dcep. 


With ſuch a horrid clang 
As on mount Sinai rang, 


While 
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While the red fire, and ſmouldring clouds out · brake: 


The aged earth agaſt, 
With terror of that blaſt, 
Shall from the ſurface of the center ſhake ; 
When at the world's laſt ſeſſion, 
The dreadful Judge in middle air ſhall ſpread his throne, 
XVIII, 
And then at laſt our bliſs 
Full and perfect is, 
But now begins; for from this happy day 
Th' old dragon under ground 
In ſtraiter limits bound, k 
Not half ſo far caſt his uſurped ſway, 
And wroth to fee his kingdom fail, 
Swinges the ſcaly horrors of his folded tail. 
XLX. 
The oracles are dumb, 
No voice or hideous humm 
Runs through the azched roof in words deceiving, 
Apcllo from h is ſhrine 
Can no more divine, 
With hollow ſhrick the ſteep of Delphos leaving, 
No nightly trance, or breathed ſpell, 
Inſpires the pale-cy'd prieſt from the prophetic cell. 
XX. 


The lonely mountains o'er, 
And the relounding ſhore, | 

A voice of weeping heard, and loud lament ; 
From haunted ſpring, and dale, 
Edg'd with poplar pale, 

The parting genius is with ſighing ſent ; 
With flow'r-inwov'n treſſes torn 


The nymphs in twilight ſhade of tangled thickets mourn. 


XXI. 
In conſecrated earth, 


And on the holy hearth, 


The Lares and Lemures moan with midnight plaint; 


In urns, and altars round, 
A drear and dying ſound 

Affrighis the Flamen at their ſervice quaint ; 
And the chill marble ſeems to ſweat, 


While cach peculiar power forgoes his wonted ſcat. * 


T6 II. Peer 
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XXII. 
Peer and Baalim 
Forſake their temples dim, 
With that twice batter'd god of Paleſtine; 
And mooned A/þtareth, 
Heav'n's queen and mother both, 
Now fits not girt with tapers holy ſhine ; 
The Lybic Hammon ſhrinks his horn; 
In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Tham uu mown. 
XXIII 


And fullen Malhch, fled, 
Hath left in ſhadows dred 
His burning idol all of blackeſt hue ; 
In vain, with ſymbols ring, 
They call the griſly king, 
In diſmal dance about the furnace blue; 
The brutiſh gods of Mile as faſt, 
IA and Orus, and the dog Anubis, haſte, 


XXIV. 
Nor is Oris ſeen 
In Memphian grove, or green, 
Trampling the unſhower'd graſs with lowings loud : 
Nor can he be at reſt 
Within his facred cheſt, 
Naught but profoundeſt hell can be his ſhroud ; 
In vain with timbrel'd anthems dark 
The fable-ſtoled ſorcerers bear his worſhip'd ark. 
XXV. 
He feels from Judab's land 
'The dreaded infant's hand, 
The rays of Bethlehem blind his duſky eyn; 
Nor all the gods beſide, 
Longer dare abide, 
Not Typhon huge ending in ſnaky twine: 
Our babe, to ſnew his Godhead true, 
Can in his ſwadling bands controul the damned crew. - 


XXVI. 
So when the fun in bed, 
Curtain'd with cloudy red, 
Pillows his chin upon an orient ware, 
The flockin — mente ſhadows pale, 
Troop te th. infernal jail, 
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Each fetter'd ghoſt ſlips to his ſeveral grave, 
And the yellow-skirted fayes 
Fly after the night-ſtceds, leaving their moon-lov'd mare. 

XXVII. * 
But ſce the virgin bleſt : 
HFath laid her babe to reſt, 
Time is our tedious ſong ſhould here have ending: 

Heav'n's youngelt teemed ſar 
Hath fixt her poliſh'd car, 

Her ſleeping lord with handmaid attending: 
And all —_ courtly ſtable, . 
Bright-harneſt angels ſit in order ſerviceable. 


— ” 9 . — 92 — — —— Ire —e— »»» (MN 


The PASSION. By Mr. Milton. | 


| J. 
RE while of muſic, and ethereal mirth, 

E. Wherewith the ſtage of air and earth did ring, 
And joyous news of heav'nly infant*s birth, 
My mule with angels did divide to ſing; 
But headlong joy is ever on the wing, 

In wintry ſolſtice like the ſhorten'd light, 
Soon ſwallow'd up in dark and long out-living night. 

II. 

For now to ſorrow muſt I tune my ſong, 
And ſet my harp to notes of ſaddeſt woe, 
Which on our deareſt Lord did ſeize e're long, 
Dangers, and ſnares, and wrongs, and worſe than fo, 
Which he for us did freely undergo. 

Moſt perfect Hero, try d in heavieſt plight 
Of labours huge * hard for human wight. 
He ſov'reign prieſt ſtooping his regal head 
That dropt with odorous oil down his fair eyes, 
Poor fleſhly tabernacle entered, 
His ſtarry front low-rooft beneath the skies; 
O what a mask was there, what a diſguiſe ! 


A 


Yet 
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Yet more; the ſtroke of death he muſt abide, 
Then lays him meekly down faſt by his brethrens fide. 
| IV 


Theſe latter ſcenes confine my roving verſe, 

To this horizon is my Phzbus bound; 

His godlike acts, and his temptations fierce, 

And: former ſufferings, otherwhere are found ; 

Loud o'er the reſt 2 trump doth ſound; 
Me ſoſter airs beſit, and ſofter ſtrings 

Of lute, or viol ſtill more apt for mournful things. 

V. 


Befriend me night, beſt patroneſs of grief, 
Over the pole thy thickeſt mantle throw, 
And work my flatter'd fancy to belief, 
That heav'n and earth are colour d with my woe; 
My forrows are too dark for day to know: 
The leaves ſhould all be black whereon I write, 
And letters where my tears have waſht a wanniſh white. 
VI. 
See, ſee the chariot, and tkoſe ruſhing wheels, 
That whirl'd the prophet up at Chebar flood, 
My fpirit ſome tranſporting cherus feels, 
To bear me where the towers of Salem ſtood, 
Once plorious towers, now ſunk in guiltleſs blood; 
There doth my ſoul in holy viſion fit 
In penſive trance, and anguiſh, and ceſtatic fit, 
VII. | 
Mine eye hath found that fad ſepulchral rock 
That was the casket of heav'n's richeſt ſtore, 
And here tho' grief my feeble hands uplock, 
Yet on the ſoftned quarry would I ſcore 
My plaining verſe as lively as before ; 
For ſure ſo well inſtructed are my tears, 
That they would fitly fall in order d characters. 
VIII. 
Or ſhould ] thence, hurry d on viewleſs wing, 
Take up a weeping on the mountains wild, 
The gentle neighbourhood of grove and ſpring 
Would foon . all their echoes mild, | 


And I (for grief is cafily beguil'd) 


Might 


( +885 V 
Might think th' infection of my ſorrows loud, 
Had. got a race of mourners on ſome pregnant cloud. 


This ſubjed the author finding to be above the years be 
had when he wrote it, and nothing ſatisfy'd with 
what was begun, left it unfiniſht. 


—_ 


Searching after G O D. By Mr. Watt. 


Y God, I love and I adore ; 
But fouls that Iove would know thee more. 
Wilt thou for ever hide, and ſtand 
Behind the labours of thy hand? 
Thy hand unſeen ſuſtains the poles 
On which this huge creation rolls : 
The ſtarry arch proclaims thy power, 
Thy pencil glows in every : 
In thouſand ſhapes and colours riſe 
Thy painted wonders to our eyes; 
While beaſts and birds with lab'ring throats, 
Teach us a God in thouſand notes. 
The meaneſt pin in nature's frame, 
Marks out ſome letter of thy name. 
Where ſenſe can reach or fancy rove, 
From hill to hill, from field to grove, 
Acroſs the waves, around the sky, 
There's not a ſpot, or deep, ar high, 
Where the Creator has not trod, 
And left the footſtep of a God, 2 
But are his footſteps all that wes. 
Poor grov'ling worms, muſt know or (ce ? 
Thou, maker of my vital frame, — 
Unvail thy face, pronounce thy name, 
Shine to my ſight, and let the ear 
Which thou haſt form'd, thy language hear. 
Where is thy reſidence? oh, why 
Doſt thou avoid my ſearching eye, 
My longing fenſe? Thou great unknown, 
Say, do the clouds conceal thy throne ? 
Divide, ye clouds, and let me ſee 
The power that gives me leave to be. 
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Or art thou all diffus d abroad 
Thro' boundleſs ſpace, a preſent God, 
Unleen, unheard, yet ever near ? | 
What ſhall I do to find thee here ? 
Is there not ſome myſterious art 
To feel thy preſence at my heart ? 
To hear thy wiſpers ſoft and kind, 
In holy filence of the mind ? 


Then reſt, my thoughts; nor longer roam 


In queſt of joy, for heaven's at home. 


But, oh, thy beams of warmeſt love ! 
Sure, they were made for worlds above. 
How ſhall my foul her powers extend, 


Beyond where time and nature end, 


To reach thoſe heights, thy beſt abode, 
And meet thy kindeſt ſmiles, my God? 


What ſhall I do ? I wait thy call; 
Pronounce the word, my life, my all. 
O for a wing to bear me far | 
Beyond the golden morning-ſtar ! 


Fain wou'd I trace th' immortal way, 


That leads to courts of endleſs day, 
Where the Creator ſtands eonfeſs d, 
In his own faireſt glories drels'd. 
Some ſhining ſpirit help me riſe, 
Come waft a ſtranger thro' the skies; 
Bleſs d Jeſus, meet me on the road, 
Firſt offspring of th eternal God, 
Thy hand ſhall lead a younger ſon, 


Clothe me with veſtures yet unknown, 
And place me near my s throne, 


* 
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The WORLD a StrangertoGO D. By the ſame. 


| 


Ir beauty, everlaſting love, 


How are eur hearts, our thoughts, eſtrang'd from 


Th' eternal God ſurrounds us; yet we rove 
- In chace of airy toys, and follow as they flce. 


[thee ! 
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II. 
Oh could I cry, and make the nations hear, 


From north to ſouth my voice ſhould teach thy name: 
I'd tell them, that they buy their joys too dear, 


And pay immortal fouls for glittering duſt or fame. 
III 


Almighty power, break off theſe chains of ſenſe, 
Melt them away with love's celeſtial fire, 

Create the world anew ; let man commence 

A ſeraph here on earth, let man to heaven aſpire. 


*» 


— 


The HEB REW POET. u Ide ſame. 


— — 


Ti Ode repreſents the Difficulty of a juſt Tranſlation of 
the bum of David, in all their Hebrew Glory ; with 
an Apology for the Imitation of them in Chriſtian Lan- 
guage, 


[The firſt Hint borrowed from Caſimire, Jeſæa 
quiſquis, Cc. Book iv. Ode 7.] 


| I. 
EW me the man that dares and ſings 
Great David's verſe to Britiſh ſtrings: 

Sublime attempt! but bold and vain 

As building Babel's tower again. 
II. 
The bard Þ that climb'd to Coaper - hill, 
Reaching at Zion ſham'd his ſkill, 
And bids the ſons of Albion own, 
That 7ud44's plalmiſt reigns alone. 

: III. | 
Bleſt poet! now, like gentle Thames, 
He ſooths our cars with ſilver ſtreams ; 
Like his own Jordan, now he rolls, 
And ſweeps away our captive fouls. 
3 
Sofily the tuneful ſhepherd leads 
The Hebrew flocks to flow'ry meads : 
| He 

+ Sir Jobn Denbam who gain'd great tation by his cal- 

. in his tranſlation of the plalms of DFerd, 
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He marks their path with notes divine, 
While fountains ſpring with oil and wine. 
V 


Rivers of peace attend his ſong, 

And draw their milky train along: 

He jars; and lo, the flints are broke, 

But honey iſſues from the rock. | 
VI. 

When kindling with victorious fire, 

He ſhakes his lance acroſs the lyre; . 

The lyre reſounds unknown alarms, 

And ſets th' thunderer in arms. 

| | VII. 

Behold the God! th' almighty king 

Ride's on a tempeſt's glorious wing: 

His enſigns lighten round the ſky, 

And moving legions ſound on high. 
VIII. 

Ten thouſand cherubs wait his courſe, 

Chariots of fire and flaming horſe: 

Earth trembles ; and her mountains flow, 

At his approach, like melting ſnow. 
IX 


But who thoſe frowns of wrath can draw, 

That ſtrike heaven, earth, and hell with awe ? 

Red lightning from his eye · lids broke; 

His voice was thunder, hail and ſmoke. - 
X. 

He ſpake; the cleaving waters fled, / 
And ſtars beheld the ocean's bed: 1 
While the great maſter ſtrikes his lyre, 

You ſee the frighted floods retire : 8 

| 1 b 

In heaps the frighted billows ſtand, | T 

Waiting the c of his hand: Ar 

He his Iſrael thro' the ſea, 
And watry mountains une their way. , 

| n 


| Turning his hand with foverei Yi 
| g and wit gn fw 
He drowns all Egypt in the deep: aha F 
| * Then guides the tribes, a glorious band, 
Thro' deſarts to the promis d land. 


XIII. Here 


"LT a JI 


XIII. 
Here camps with wide imbattel'd force, 
Here gates and bulwarks ſtop their courſe : 
He ſtorms the mounds, the bulwark falls, 
The harp lyes ſtrow'd with ruin'd walls. 
XIV. 
See his broad ſword flies o'er the ſtrings, 
And mows down nations with their kings : 
From every chord his bolts are hurl'd, 
And vengeance linites the rebel world. 
XV. 
Lo, the great poet ſhifts the (cene, 
And fhews the face of God ſerene : 
Truth, meekneſs, peace, ſalvation ride, 
With guards of juſtice at his fide, 
XVI. 
No meaner mule cou'd weave the light, 
To form his robes divinely bright ; 
Or frame a crown of ſtars to ſhine 
With beams for majeſty divine. 
XVII. 
Now in prophetic light he ſees 
Ages to come, and dark degrees: 
He brings the prince of glory down, 
Stript of his robe and ſtarry crown. 
XVIII. 
See Jews and heathens fir d with rage; 
See, their combining powers engage, 
Againſt th' anointed of the Lord, 
The man whom angels late ador'd. 
XIX. 
God's only fon: behold, he dyes! 
Surpriſing grief! the groans ariſe, 
The lyre complains on every ſtring, 
And mourns the murder of her king. 
* XX. 
But heaven's'anointed mult not dwell 
In death: the vanquiſh'd 8 of hell 
Yield to the harp's diviner lay; 
The grave glgny th illuſtrious prey. 


U XXI. Mas | 
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XXI. 
Plefiah lives! Meſfab reigns! 
The ſong ſurmounts the airy plains, 
1 — her Lord with joys unknown, 
And bear the victor to his throne. 
XXII. 
Rejoice, ye ſhining worlds on high, 
Rehold the Lord of glory nigh: 
Eternal doors, your leaves diſplay, 
To make the Lord of glory way. 
XXIII. 
What mortal bard his {kill or force 
To paint theſe ſcenes, to tread this courſe, 
Or furniſh thro” th' ethereal road 
A triumph for a riſing God ? 
XXIV. 
Aſtoniſh'd at fo vaſt a flight 
Thro' flaming worlds and floods of liglit, 
My mule her awful diſtance keeps, 
Still following, but with trembling ſteps. 
XXV. 
She bids her humble verſe explain 
The Hebrew harp's ſublimer ſtrain; 
Points to her Saviour ſtill, and ſhows 
What courſe the ſun of glory goes. 
XXVI. 
Here he aſcends behind a cloud 
Of incenſe,* there he ſets in blood ;+ 
She reads his labours and his names 
In ſpicy ſmoke,* and bleeding lambs. + 
XXVII. 
Rich are the graces which ſhe draws 
From types, and ſhades, and Feri/þ laws ; 
With thouſand glories long foretold 
To turn the future age to gold. 
XX VIII. 
Grace is her theme, and joy, and love : 
Deſcend, ye bleſſings, from above, 
And crown my ſong. Eternal God, 
Forgive the muſe that dreads thy rod. 


XXIX. Silent, 


Cx 7s interceſhon. + His ſacrifice. 
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XXIX. 
Silent, ſhe hears thy vengeance roll, 
That cruſhes mortals to the foul, _ 
Nor dares afſume the bolt, nor ſheds 
Th' immortal curſes on their heads. 

XXX. 
Yet ſince her God is (till the ſame, 
And David's fon is all her theme, 
She begs ſome humble place to ſing 
In concert with Judea's king. 


An HTM N to ChRIST Jesus, the Eternal Life. 
By the ſame. 


CO * 


I. 
HERE ſhall the tribes of Alam find 
The ſovereign good to fill the mind? 
Ye ſons of moral wiſdom ſhow, 
The fpring whence living waters flow. 
IL 


Say, will the Stoic's flinty heart 
Melt, and this cordial juice impart ? 
Could Plato find theſe bliſsful ſtreams, 
Amongſt his raptures and his dreams? 
In vain I ask ; for nature's power 
Extends but to this mortal hour : 
"Twas but a poor relief ſhe gave 
Againſt the terrors of * grave. 

V. 
Jes vs, our kinſinan, and our God, 
Array'd in majeſty and blood, 
Thou art our life; our ſouls in thee 
Poſſeſs a full felicity. 


V. 
All our immortal hopes are laid 
In thee, our ſurety and our head; 
Thy crols, thy cradle, and thy throne, 
Are big with glories yet unknown, 
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Let Atheiſts ſcoff, and Few blaſpheme 
Th' eternal life, and J=svs' name; 
A word of his almighty breath 
Dooms the rebellious world nn. 
| VII. 
But let my foul forever lye 
Beneath the bleſſings of thine eye ; 
*Tis heaven on earth, tis heaven above, 
To ſee thy face, to taſte thy love. 


— 


—— 


Againſt LEWDNESS, By the ſame. 


| I. 
HY ſhould you let your wand'ring eyes 
Entice your ſouls to ſhameful ſin ! 
Scandal and ruin are the prize : 
You take ſuch fatal pains to win. 
I. 
This brutal vice makes reaſon blind, 
And blots the name with hateful ſtains: 
It waſtes the fleſh, pollutes the mind, 
And tears the heart with racking pains. , 
| III. 
Let David ſpeak with heavy groans, 
How it gd his ſoul from God, 
Made him complain of broken bones, 
And filF'd his houſe with wars and blood. 
: ab | 
Let Sclomon and Samſon tell 
Their melancholy ſtories here, 
How bright they ſhone, how low they fell, 
When ſin's vile pleaſures coſt them dear. 
* 
In vain you chuſe the darkeſt time, 
Nor let the ſun behold the fight ; 
In vain you hope to hide your crime 
Behind the curtains 2 night; 
VI. 
The wakeful ſtars and midnight moon 
Watch your foul deeds, and know your ſhame ; 
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And God's own eye, like beams of noon, 
Strikes through the ſhade, and marks your name, 
VII. 
What will ye do when heav'n inqui 
Into thole ſcenes of ſecret fin ? 


And luſt, with all its guilty fires, 
Shall make your conſcience rage within.? 
VIII. 07 


How will you curſe your wanton eyes, 
Curſe the lewd partners of your ſhame, 
When death, with horrible ſurpriſe, 
Shews you the pit of quenchleſs flame? 
IX. 
Flee, ſinners, flee th* unlawful bed, 
Leſt vengeance ſend you down to dwell 
In the dark regions of the dead, 
To feed the fierceſt fires of hell. 


Arainſt DRUNKENNESS, By the ſame. 


I. 
| it not ſtrange that every creature 
Should know the meaſure of its thirſt, 

(They drink but to ſupport their nature, 

Aud give due moiſture to their duſt ;) | 

II. h 

While man, vile man, whoſe nobler kind 

Should ſcorn to act beneath the beaſt, 
Drowns all the glories of his mind, 

And kills his foul to pleaſe his taſte ! 

III. 

O what a hateful, ſhameful ſight, 

Are drunkards reeling through the ſtreet : 
Now they are fond, and now they fight, 

And pour their ſhame on all they meet. 

IV. 
Is it ſo exquiſite a pleaſure _ 23.51 
To troll down liquor through the throat, 

And ſwill, and know no bound nor meaſure, 

Till ſenſe and reaſon are forgot? a 


Do they deſerve th' immort 
Of men, who fink fo far below ? 

Will God, the maker of their frame, 
Endure to ſee them * fo ? 

V 

Can they e er think of heaven and grace, 
Or hope for glory when —— ak a 

Can ſuch le Loft 
Among the | carr e on lch ? 

The meaneſt ſeat is too refin'd 
To entertain à drunkard there. 

Ye ſinners of this loathſome kind, 
Repent, or periſh in deſpair. 


* 


— 


— 


The MIDNIGHT ELEVATION. 


By the ſame. 
| * 
OW reigns the night 3 in ber ſublimeſt noon; 
Nature = huſh'd ; the ſtars their watches kee p; 


I wait thy influence, gentle ſleep, 
Come, ſhed thy choicelt poppies down 
On every ſenſe, ſweet ſlumbers ſeal my eyes, 
'Tir'd with the fcenes of day, with painted vanities. 
II. 


In vain I wiſh, in vain | try 
To cloſe my eyes, and learn to die; 
Sweet ſlumbers from my reſtleſs pillow fly: 
Then be my thoughts ſerene as day, 
Be ſprightly as the light, 
Swift as the ſun 's far-ſhooting ray, 
And take a vigorous flight: 
Swift fly, my ſoul, — theſe duſky ſkies, 


And trace the vital world. that lies 
Beyond thoſe glimmering fires that gild and chear the 
2. III. Luight. 
There Jzsvs „ adored name 
The ſecond on the throne ſupreme :- 


In 


0 
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In whoſe myſterious form combine 
Created glories and divine: 
The joy and wonder of the realms above ; - 
At his command all their wing'd ſquadrons move, 
Burn with his fire, and triumph in his love. 
IV. 
There ſouls releas'd from earth's dark bondage live, 
My Reynolds there, with Howe and Boyle are found; 
Not time nor nature could their genius bound, 
| And now they ſoar, and now they dive 
In that unlimitable deep where thought itſelf is drown'd. 
They aid the ſeraphs while they ſing, 
God is their unexhauſted theme; 
Light, life and joy for that immortal ſpring 
O'crflow the bleſſed millions with an endleſs ſtream, 
Amazing ſtate! divine abode! | 
Where ſpirits find their heaven while they are loſt in God. 
V. 
Hail, holy ſouls, no more confin'd 
To limbs and bones that clog the mind, 
Ye have elcap'd the ſnares, and left the chains behind. 
We wretchcd priſoners here below, 
What do we fee, or learn, or know, 
Bnt ſcenes of various folly, guilt and woe ? 
Life's buzzing ſounds and flatt' ring colours play 
Round our fond ſenſe, and waſte the day, 
Enchant the fancy, vex the labouring foul ; _ 
Each riſing tun, each lightſome hour, 
Beholds the buly ſlavery we endure ; 
Nor is our freedom full, or contemplation pure, | 
When night and ſacred filence overſpread the pole. 
VI. 
Reynolds, thou late aſcended mind, | 
Employ'd in various thought and tuneful ſon 
What happy moment ſhall my ſoul unbind, 
And bid me join th' harmonious throng ? 
Oh for a wing to riſe to thee! 
When ſhall my eyes thoſe heavenly wonders ſee ? 
When ſhall I taſte thoſe conſorts with an ear refin'd ? 
VII. 
Roll on apace, ye ſpheres ſublime, 
Swift drive thy chariot round, illuſtrious moon, 


Haſte, 
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Haſte, all ye twinkling meaſurers of time, 
Ye can't fulfil your courſe too ſoon. 
Kindle, my languid powers, celeſtial love, 
Point all my paſſions to the courts above, 
Then ſend the convoy down to guard my laſt remove. 
33 VIII. 
Thrice happy world, where gilded toys 
No more diſturb our thoughts, no more pollute our joys ! 
There light and ſhade ſucceed no more by turns, 
There reigns th' eternal ſun with an unclouded ray, 
"There all is calm as night, yet all immortal day, 
And truth for ever ſhines, and love for ever burns. 


4PARAPHRAS Een tbe cxxxvII. PSALM. 


By the ſame. 


I. 
\ HEN by the flowing brooks we fat, 
| The brooks of Bach ian the proud; 
We thought on Zien's mournful (tate, 
And wept ber woes, and wail'd aloud. 
I. 
Thoughtles of every chearful air 
(For grief had all our barps unſtrung) 
Our harps, neglected in deſpair, 
And ſilent, on the willows hung. 
W. 
Our foes, who made our land their ſpoil, 
Our barbarous lords, with haughty tongues, 
Bid us forget our groans a while, 
And give a taſte of Zion's * 
How ſhall we fing in heathen lands 
Our holy ſongs to ears profane: 
Lord, ſhall our lips at their commands 
Pronounce thy dreadful 18 in vain ? 


Forbid it heaven! O vile abuſe? = 
Zien in duſt forbids it too: 
| Shall 


„ 


Shall hymns inſpir'd for ſacred uſe 
Be ſung to pleaſe a ſcoffing crew? 
VI 


O let my tongue grow dry, and cleave: 

Falt to my mouth in ſilence ſtill; 
Let ſome avenging power bereave 

My fingers of their tuneful skill; 

VII. 

If I thy facred rites profane, 

O Salem, or thy dult deſpiſe ;. 
If I indulge one chearful ſtrain, 

Till I ſhall ſee thy towers ariſe. 

| VIII. 

"Twas Edom bid the conqu' ring foe, 

Down with thy tow'rs, and raze thy wall. 
Requite her, Lord; but, Babel, know, 

Thy guilt for fiercer vengeance calls. 

IX. 

As thou haſt ſpar'd nor ſex nor age, 

Deaf to our infant's dying groana, 
May ſome bleſs'd hand, inſpir d with rage, ä 

Daſh thy young babes, and tinge the ſtones, 
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David's LAMENTATION over Saul and Jona- 
than, 2 Sam. i. 19, G. By the ſame. 


| I. ar. 
19 } diſtreſſing fight ! 
Iſrael, the land of heaven's delight, 
How is thy ſtrength, thy beauty fled ! 
On the high places of the fight 
Behold thy princes fall'n, y ſous of victory dead. 


Ne'er be it told in Gath, nor known 
Among the ſtreets of A:kelon : 
How will Philiſtia's youth rejoice 
And triumph-in our ſhame, 
And girls with weak unhallow'd voice 
Chant the diſhonours of the Hebrew name ! 
III. Moun- 
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III. 
Mountains of Gilboa, let no dew 
Nor fruitful ſhowers deſcend on you ; 
Curſe on your fields thro' all the year, 
No flow'ry bleſſings there appear, 
Nor golden ranks of harveſt ſtand | 
To prace the altar, or to feed the land. 
Twas in thoſe inauſpicious fields 
Fudean heroes loſt their ſhields : 
*F'was there (ah baſe reproach and ſcandal of the day!) 
Thy ſhield, O Saul, was caſt away, | 
As tho? the prophet's horn had never ſhed 
Its ſacred odours on thy head. 
IV. 
The ſword of Sau / had ne er till now 
Awoke to war in vain, | 
Nor Jonathan withdrawn his bow, 
Without an army flain. 
Where truth and honour mark d their way, 
Not eagles ſwifter to their prey, 
Nor lions ſtrong or bold as they. 


Graceful in arms and great in war 
Were 7onathan and Saul, 
Pleaſant in life, and manly fair; 
Nor death divides the royal pair, 
And thouſands ſhare their fall. 
Daughters of 1/rael, melt your eyes 
To ſofter tears, and ſwell your fighs, 
Diſrob'd, difgrac'd, your monarch lyes 
On the bleak mountains, pale and cold: 
He made rich ſcarlet your array ; 
Bright were your looks, your boſoms gay 
With gems of regal gift, 1 — gold. 


How are the princes ſunk in death ! 
Fall'n on the ſhameful ground ! 
There my own Jonathan reſign d his breath: 
On the high places where he ſtood, 
He loſt his bonours and his blood: 
Oh execrable arm that gave the mortal w ound! 


My 
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RY VII. 
My Jonathan, my better part, 
My brother, and (that dearer name) my friend, 
I teel the mortal wound that reach'd thy heart, 
And here my comforts end. 
Ho pleaſant was thy love to me 
Amazing paſſion, {trong and free! 
No dangers cou'd thy ſteady foul remove: 
Not the ſoft virgin loves to that degree, 
Nor man to that degree does the loft virgin love. 
To name my joys, awakes my pain ; 
The dying friend runs cold thro' every vein. 
My Jonalban, my dying friend, 
How thick my woes ariſe? where will my forrows end? 
VIII. 
Unhappy day! diſtreſſing ſight! 
1/rael, the land of heaven's delight, 
How are thy princes fall'n, thy ſons of victory flaia ! 
The broken bow, the ſhiver'd ſpear, 
With all the ſully'd pomp of war, 
In rude c n ſpread, 
Promiſcuous lye among the dead, 
A lamentable rout o'er all th' inglorious plain. 


—__ 


THOUGHTS and MEDITATIONS in a ling 
Sickneſs, 1712 and 1713. By the ſame, 


The Murry of the Spirits in ja Fever and nervo 
Diſorder. / 


Y frame of nature is a ruffled ſea, 
And my diſeaſe the tempeſt. Nature feels 

A ſtrange commotion to her inmoſt centre; 
The throue of reaſon ſhakes. * Be ſtill, my thoughts ; 
* Peace and be ſtill.” In vain my reaſon gives 
The peaceful word, my ſpirit ſtrives in vain 
To calm the tumult and command my thoughts. 
This fleſh, this circling blood, theſe brutal powers 
Made to obey, turn rebels to the mind, 


Nor hear its laws. The engine rules the man. 
Un- 
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Unhappy change! when nature's meaner ſprings 


PFir'd to impetuous ferments, break all order; 


When little reſtleſs atoms riſe and reign 

Tyrants in ſovereign uproar, and linpoſe 

Ideas on the mind; contus'd ideas 

Of non-exiltents and impoſk bles, 

Who'can deſcribe them ? Fragments of old dreams, 
Borrow'd from midnight; torn from fairy fields 
And fairy skies, and regions of the dead, 

Abrupt, ili-forted. O tis all confuſton ! 

If I but cloſe my eyes, ſtrange images 

In thouſand forms and thouſand colours riſe, 

Stars, rainbows, moons, green dragons, bears, and ghoſts, 


An endleſs medley ruſh upon the ſtage, 


And dance and riot wild in reaſon's court 
Above controul. I'm in a raging ſtorm, 
Where ſeas and skies are blended, while my foul 
Like ſome light worthleſs chip of floating cork 
Is toſt from wave to wave: Now overwhelm'd 
With breaking flood, I drown, and ſeem to loſe 
All being: Now high-mounted on the ridge 
Of a tall foaming turge, I'm all at once 

Caught up into the ſtorm, and ride the wind, 
The whiſtling wind, unmanageable Reed, 

And feeble rider! hurried many a league 

Over the riſing hills of roring brine, 

Thro' airy wilds unknown, with dreadful ſpeed 


And infinite ſurprize; till ſome few minutes 


Have ſpent the hlaſt, and then perhaps I drop 
Near to the peaceful coaſt; ſome friendly billow 
Lodges me on the beach, and I find reſt: 

Short reſt I find ; for the next rolling wave 
Snatches me back again ; then ebbing far 

Sets me a drift, and I'm born off to ſea, 

Helpleſs amidſt the bluſter of the winds, 
Beyond the ken of ſhore. 

Ah, when will theſe tumultous ſcenes be gone? 
When ſhall this weary ſpirit, toſt with tempeſts, 
Harraſs'd and broken, reach the port of reſt, 

And hold it firm? When ſhall this wayward fleſh 
With all th' irregular ſprings of vital movement 
Un- 
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Ungovernable, return to ſacred order, 
Aud pay their duties to the ruling mind ? 


Peace of CONSCIENCE, and Prayer for HEALTH. 


ET, gracious God, amidſt theſe ſtorms of nature, 

Thine eyes behold a ſweet and ſacred calm 
Reign thro' the realms of conſcience : All within 
Lyes peaceful, all compos'd. Tis wond'rous grace 
Keeps off thy terrors from this humble boſom, 
Tho ſtain'd with fins and follies, yet ſerene 
In penitential peace and chearful hope, 
Sprinkled and guarded with atoning blood. 
Thy vital ſmiles amidſt this deſolation 
Like heavenly ſun-beams hid behind the clouds, 
Break out in happy moments, with bright radiance 
Cleaving the gloom; the fair celeſtial light 
Softens and gilds the horrors of the ſtorm, 
And richeſt cordials to the heart conveys, 

O glorious ſolace of immenſe diſtreſs, ' 

A conſcience and a God ! a friend at home, 
And better friend on high! this is my rock 
Of firm ſupport, my ſhicld of ſure defence 
Againſt infernal arrows. Riſe, my foul, 
Put on thy courage: here's the living ſpring 
Of joys divinely ſweet and ever new, 
A peaceful conſcience and a ſmiling heaven. 

My God, permit a creeping worm to ſay, 

Thy Spirit knows I love thee, Worthleſs wretch, 
To dare to love a God! but grace requires, 

And grace accepts. Thou ſeeſt my labouring foul : 
Weak as my zeal is, yet my zeal is true; 

It bears the trying furnace. Love divine 
Conſtrains me; I am thine. Incarnate love 

Has ſeiz d and holds me in almighty arms: 

Here's my ſalvation, my eternal hope, 

Amidſt the wreck of worlds and dying nature, 
1am the Lord's and he for ever mine. 

O thou all powerful word, at whole firſt call 
Nature aroie ; this carth, theſe ſhining heavens, 
Theſe ſtars in all their ranks came forth, and ſaid, 
IWe are thy ſervants : did'ſt thou not create 
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My frame, my breath, my being, and beſtow 

A mind immortal on thy feeble creature 

Who faints before thy tace ? Did not thy pity 
Dreſs thee in fleſh to die, that I might live, 

And with thy blood redeem this captive foul 

From guilt and death? O thrice adored name, 

My king, my ſaviour, my Emmanuel, (ay, 

Have not thy eyelids mark'd my painful toil, 

The wild cenfuſions of my ſhatter'd powers, 

And broken fluttering thoughts? Haſt thou not ſcen 
Each reſtleſs atom that with vexing influence 
Works thro' the maſs of man ? each noxious juice, 
Each ferment that infects the vital humours, 

| That heaves the veins with huge diſquietude, 

And ſpreads the tumult wide? do they not lye 
Beneath thy view, and all within thy reach? 

Yes, all at thy command, and muſt obey 

Thy lovereign touch: thy touch is health and life, 

N And harmony to nature's jarring ſtrings. 

When ſhall my midnight ſighs and morning groans 
Riſe thro' the heights of heaven, and reach thy car 
Propitious? See, my ſpirits feeble powers 
Echal'd and breathing upward to thy throne, 
| Ike early incenle climbing thro? the sky 
Froin the warm altar. When ſhall grace and peace 
D-<icend with bleſſings, like an evening ſhower 
On the parch'd defart, and renew my bloom ? 

Or muſt thy creature breath his ſoul away 

Tn fruitlefs groans, and die? 

Come, bleſt phyſician, come attend the moan 
Of a poor ſuffering wretch, a plaintive worm, 
Cruſh'd in the duſt and helpleſs. O deſcend, 
Array'd in power and love, and bid me riſe. 
Incarnate goodnels, ſend thy influence down 

To thoſe low regions of mortality, | 

Where thou halt dwelt, and clad in fleſhly weeds 
Learn: ſympathetic ſorrows ; ſend and heal 

My long and lore diſtreſs. Ten thouſand praiſes 
Attend thee : David's harp is ready ſlrung 

For the Meiah's t name: a winged flight Of 


+ At th's time an imitation of David's pſalms in Chriſtian lan- 
gnege was not half done: as faſt as I recover'd ſtrength after this 
deng Ulneſs, I apply'd myſelf by degrees to finiſh it, 
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Of ſoups harmonious, and new honours wait 
The ſteps of moving mercy. 


Encouraged to hope for HEALTH in May. 
December 1712. 


Onfin'd to fit in ſilence, here I waſte 
The golden hours of youth. If once I ſtir, 

And reach at active life, what ſudden tremors 
Shake my whole frame, and all the poor machine 
Lyes fluttering? what ſtrange wild convullive force 
O'erpowers at once the members and the will ? 
Here am I bound in chains, a uſcleſs load 
Of breathing clay, a burden to the ſeat 
That bears theſe limbs, a borderer on the grave. 
Poor ſtate of worthleſs being! while the lamp 
Of glimmering life burns languiſhing and dim, 
The flame juſt hovering o'er the dying ſnuff 
With doubtful alternations, half disjoin'd, 
And ready to expire with every blaſt. 

Yet my fond friends would ſpeak a word of hope: 
Love would forbid deſpair : & Look out, they cry, 
« Beyond theſe glooming damps, while winter bangs 
Heavy on nature, and congeals her powers: 
« Look chearful forward to the vital influence 
« Of the returning ſpring;” I rouze my thoughts 
At friendſhip's facred voice, I ſend my foul 
To diſtant expeQation, and ſupport 
The painful interval with poor amuſements. 

My watch, the ſolitary kind companion 
Of my impriſonment, my faithful watch 
Hangs by; and with a ſhort repeated found 
Beats like the pulſe of time, and numbers off 
My woes, a long ſucceſſion ; while the finger 
Slow moving, points out the ſlow-moving minutes; 
The ſlower hand, the hours. O thou dear engine, 

Thou little braſs accomptant of my life, 

Would but the mighty wheels of heaven and nature 
Once imitate thy movements, how my hand 
Should drive thy dented pinions round their centres 
With more than tenfold flight, and whirl away 
Theſe clouded wintry ſuns, theſe tedious moons, * 
| X 2 Theſe 
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Theſe midnights ; every ſtar ſhould ſpeed its race, 
And the ſlow bears precipitate their way 
Around the frozen Pole: then promis'd health 
That rides with roſy cheek and blooming grace 
On a May ſun · beam ſhould attend me here 
Before to-morrow ſheds its evening dew. 

Ah fooliſh ravings of a fruitleſs wiſh 
And ſpirit too impatient ! know'ſt thou not, 
My foul, the power that made thee ? he alone 
Who form'd the ſpheres, rolls them in deſtin'd rounds 
Unchangeable. Adore, and truſt, and fear him: 
He is the Lord of life. Addreſs his throne, 
And wait before his foot, with awful hope 
Submiſſive ; at his touch diſtemper flies: 
His eye-lids ſend beams of immortal youth 
Thro' heav'n's bright regions. His all-powerful word 
Can create health, and bid the bleſſing come 
Amid the wintry froſt, when nature ſeems 
Congeal'd in death; or with a ſovereign frown 
(Tho' nature blooms all round) he can forbid 
The bleſſing in the ſpring, and chain thee down 
To pains, and maladies, and grievous bondage 
Thro' all the circling ſeaſons. 


The weariſome Weeks of SicKkNeEss. 1712, or 1713. 


HUS paſs my days away. The chearful ſun 
Rolls round and gilds the world with lightſome 

Alas, in vain to me; cut off alike beams, 

From the bleſs'd labours, and the joys of life ; 

While my ſad minutes in their tireſome train 

Serve but to number out my heavy ſorrows. 

By night I count the clock; perhaps eleven, 

Or twelve, or one; then with a wiſhful ſigh 

Call on the ling'ring hours, come two, come five ; 

When will the day-light come? make haſte, ye morn- 

Ye evening ſhadaws haſte: wear out theſe days, ſings, 

Theſe tedious rounds of ſickneſs, and conclude 

The weary week for ever — 

Then the ſweet day of ſacred reſt returns, 

Sweet day of reſt, devote to God and heaven, 


And heavenly buſineſs, purpoſes divine, 


Angelic 


* 
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Angelic work; but not to me returns | 
Relt with the day : ten thouſand hurrying thoughts 
Bear me away tumultuous far from heaven 
And heavenly work. In vain I heave, and toil, 
And wreſtle with my inward foes in vain, 
O'er-power'd and vanquiſh'd ſtill : they drag me down 
From things celeſtial, and confine my Kane 
To preſent maladies. Unhappy ſtate, 
Where the poor ſpirit is ſubdu'd t'endure 
Unholy idleneſs, a painful abſence 
From God, and heaven, and angels bleſſed work, 
And bound to bear the agonies and woes 
That ſickly fleſh and ſhatter'd nerves impoſe. 
How long, O Lord, how long? 


2 * — — 


A HY MN of Praiſe for RECOVERY. 
By the ſame. 


APPY for man, that the flow circling moons 

1 And long revolving ſeaſons meaſure out 
The tireſome pains of nature! preſent woes 
Have their ſweet periods. Eaſe and chearful health 
With ſlow 2 (fo providence ordains) 
Reviſit their forſaken manſion here, 
And days of uſeful life diffuſe their dawn. 
O'er the dark cottage of my weary ſoul. 
My vital powers reſume their vigour now, 
My ſpirit feels her freedom, ſhakes her wings, 
Exults and ſpatiates o'er a thouſand ſcenes, | 
Surveys the world, and with full ſtretch of thought 
Graſps her ideas; while impatient zeal 
Awakes my tongue to praiſe. What mortal voice: 
Or mortal hand can render to my God 
The tribute due ? What altars ſhall I raiſe ? 
What grand inſcription to proclaim his mercy 
In living lines? Where ſhall 1 find a victim 
Meet to be offered to his ſovereign love, 
And ſolemnize the worſhip and the joy. 

Search well, my ſoul, thro' all the dark receſſes 
Of nature and ſelt-love, the plies, the folds, 
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And hollow winding caverns of the heart, 
Where flattery hides our fins ; ſearch out the foes 
Of thy almighty friend ; what lawleſs paſſions, 
What vain deſires, what vicious turns of thought 
Lurk there unheeded: bring them forth to view, 
And facrifice the rebels to his honour. 
Well he deſerves this worſhip at thy hands, 
Who pardons thy paſt follies, who reſtores 
Thy mouldering fabric, and witholds thy life 
From the near borders of a gaping grave. 

Almighty power, I love thee, bliſsful name, 
My healer God; and may my inmoſt heart 
Love and adore for ever! O tis good 
To wait ſubmiſſive at thy holy throne, 

To leave petitions at thy feet, and bear 

Thy frowns and ſilence with a patient ſoul. 

The hand of mercy is not ſhort to ſave, 

Nor is the ear of heavenly ity deaf 

To mortal cries. It notie's all my groans, 

And ſighs, and long complaints, with wiſe delay, 
Tho' painful to the ſufferer, and thy hand 

In proper moment brought deſir'd relief. 

Riſe from my couch, ye late enfeebled limbs, 
Prove your new ſtrength, and ſhew th' effective skill 
Of the divine phyſician ; bear away 
This tottering body to his ſacred threſhold : 

There laden with his honours, let me bow 

Before his feet; let me pronounce his grace, 
Pronounce ſalvation thro? his dying Son, 

And teach this finful world the Saviour's name. 
Then riſe, my hymning ſoul, on holy notes 
'Tow'rd his high throne ; awake, my choiceſt ſongs, 
Run echoing round the roof, and while you pay 
The ſolemn vows of my diſtreſsful hours, 

A thouſand friendly lips ſhall aid the praiſe. 

Jeſus, great advocate, whole pitying eye 
Saw my long angviſh, and with melting heart 
And powerful interceſſion ſpread'ſt my woes 
With all my groans before the Father-God, 
Bear vp my praiſes now; thy holy incenſe 
Shall hallow all my ſacrifice of joy, 


* 


And 
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And bring theſe accents grateful to his ear. 
My heart and life, my lips and every power 
* Snatch'd from the graſp of death, I here devote 
By thy bleſs'd hands an offering to his Name. 
Amen, Hallelujah. 


— 


DEATH and HEAVEN. In Five Lyric O DES. 
By the ſame. 


ODE I. 
The Spirit's Farewel to the, Body after long & ickneſs. 


; I. 
OW am TI held a priſoner now, 
Far from my God! This mortal chain 

Binds me to ſorrow : All below 

Is ſhort-liv'd eaſe or tireſome pain. 

1 II. 

When ſhall that wond'rous hour appear, 

Which frees me from this dark abode, 
To live at large in regions, where 

Nor cloud nor vail ſhall hide my God ? 

III. i 

Farewel this fleſh, theſe ears, theſe eyes, 

Theſe ſnares and fetters of the mind; 
My God, nor let this frame ariſe 

Till every duſt be well refin'd. 

IV. 

Feſus, who mak'ſt our natures whole, 

Mold me a body like thy own : 
Then ſhall it better ſerve my ſoul 

In works of praiſe and worlds unknown. n 


ODE II 
The departing Moment; or, abſent from the Body. 
3 
BSE NT from fleſh ! O bliſsful thought ! 


What unknown joys this moment brings ! 
Freed 
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Freed from the miſchiefs ſin hath wrought, 
From pains, and tears, and all their ſpring. 


Abſent from fleſh! illuſtrious day! 
Surpriſing ſcene ! triumphant ſtroke, 
That rends the priſon of my clay, 
And I can feel my fetters broke ? 
3 nt: 
Abſent from fleſh ! then riſe my ſoul, 
Where feet or wings could never climb, 
Beyond the heavens where planets roll, , 
Meaſuring the cares and joys of time. 
IV. 
I go where God and glory ſhine : 
His preſence makes eternal day. 
My all that's mortal I reſign, 
For Uriel waits and points. my way. 


+. DE III. 
Entrance into Paradiſe ; or, preſent with the Lord. 


I. 
ND is this heaven? and am I there! 
How ſhort the road! how ſwift the flight! 
T am all life, all eye, all ear; 
Jeſus is here,—my ſoul's delight. 
11 


Is this the heavenly friend who hung 
In blood and anguiſh on the tree, 
Whom Paul proclaim'd, whom David ſung, 
Who dy'd for them, who dy'd for me? 
HI. 
How fair, thou offspring of my God ! 
Thou firſt- born image of his face; 
Thy death procur'd this bleſt abode, 
Thy vital beams adorn the place. 
IV. 
Lo, he preſents me at the throne 
All ſpotleſs ; there the Godhead reigns 
Sublime and, peaceful thro” the Son: 
Awake, my voice, in heavenly ſtrains. 


ODE 
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ODE IV. | 
The Sight of GOD in Heaven. 


I. 
Reator-God, eternal ligh 
'$ Fountain of good, tremendous power, 
Ocean of wonders, bliſsful fight ' 
Beauty and love unknown before! 
4 
Thy grace, thy nature, all unknown 
In yon dark region whence I came; 
Where languid glimpſes from thy throne 
And feeble whiſpers teach thy Name. 
III. 
I'm in a world where all is new; 
My ſelf, my God; O bleſt amaze! 
Not my beſt hopes or wiſhes knew 
To form a ſhadow of this grace.. 
IV. 
Fix'd on my God, my heart, adore : 
My reſtleſs thoughts forbear to rove: 
Ye meaner paſſions, ſtir no more; 
But all my powers be joy and love. 
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A Funeral O D at the Interrment of the Both, /a; 
ed to be ſung by the Mourners, . 


| 2 
AIL thy boſom, faithful tomb; 

Take this new treaſure to thy truſt, 
And give theſe ſacred reliques room 

To ſeek a ſlumber in the duſt. 

| ER 

Nor pain, nor grief, nor anxious fear 

Invade thy bounds. No mortal woes 
Can reach the lovely ſleeper here, 
And angels watch her foft repoſe. 
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III. 
So Jeſus ſlept: God's dying Son 
Paſt through the grave, and bleſt the bed. 
Reſt here, fair ſaint ; till from his throne 
The morning break and pierce the ſhade. 
IV. 
Break from his throne, illuſtrious morn ; 
Attend, O earth, his ſovereign word; 
Reſtore thy truſt, a glorious form ; 
She muſt aſcend to meet her Lord. 


| HUMAN FRAILTY. Fron Guarini. 


H1S mortal life $77 

| Courted with ſuch eager ſtriſe, 

| Is like a feather, which by winds is tolt 

| In the ſame moment rais'd and loſt : 
Or if it tries in giddy rounds to ſoar, 

| And in the air to dance,, 

| As if by its own wings up bore- 

| . *Tis owing to the chance 

| Of its own natural levity ; 

Short-liv'd is all its gaiety, 

| A while it ſtrays 
Thro' the ten thoultad winding ways, 

| The labyrinths o'th” azure plain; 

| But as from earth it roſe, to earth it falls again, 
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On P ROVIDENCE. From Filicaia. 


S a kind mother with indulgent eye 
Views her fair charge, and melts with ſympathy, 

And one's dear face imprints with kiſſes ſweet, 
One to her boſom claſps, one on her knee, 
Softly ſuſtains in pleaſing dignity, 

And one permits to-cling about her feet; 
And reads their various wants, and each requeſt 
In look, or action, or in ſigh expreſs'd: 
This little ſupplicant in gracious ſtile 
She anſwers, that ſhe bleſſes with a ſmile ; 
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Or if ſhe blames their ſuit, or if approves, 
And whether pleas'd, or griev'd, yet (till ſhe loves: 
With like regard, high providence divine 
Watches affectionate o'er human race 
One feeds, one comforts, does to all incline, 
And each aſſiſts with kind parental care 
Or, once denying us ſome needful grace, 
Only denies to move an ardent pray'r, 
Or, courted for imaginary wants, 
Seems to deny, but in denying grants. 


— 


HYMN fir the MORNING, By Mr. Flatman. 


WAKE, my Toul! awake mine eyes! 
Awake my drowſy faculties ; 

Awake and ſee the new-born light 

Spring from the darkſome womb of night ! 

Look up and ſee th* unweary'd ſun, 

Already has his race begun : 

The pretty lark is mounted high, 

And lings her matins in the sky. 

Ariſe my foul! and thou my voice 

In ſongs of praiſe, early rejoice ! 

O great Creator ! heavenly king ! 

Thy prailes let me ever fing ! 

Thy power has made, thy goodneſs kept 

This fenceleſs body while I ſlept, 

Yet one day more haſt given me, 

From all the powers of darkneſs free. 

O keep my heart from ſin ſ:cure, 

My life unblameable and pure, 

That when the laſt of all my days is come, 

Chearful and fearleſs I may wait my doom. 


— — 


ANTHEM for the EVENING. By the ſame, 


8 ! downy ſleep! come cloſe my eyes, 
Tir'd with beholding yanities ! 


Sweet ſlumbers come and chaſe away 


The toils and follies of the day: 
| : On 


On your ſoft boſom will I lye, 
Forget the world, and learn to die. 
O Hrael's watchful ſhepherd ſpread 
Tents of angels round my bed : 
Let not the ſpirits of the air, 
While 1 lumber, me enſnare; 
But ſave thy ſuppliant free from harms, 
Claſp'd in thine everlaſting arms. 
Clouds and thick darkneſs is thy throne, 
* Thy wonderful pavilion : 
Oh dart from thence a ſhining ray, 
And then my midnight ſhall be day ! 
Thus when the morn in crimſon dreſt, 
Breaks through the windows of the eaſt, 
My hymns of thankful praiſes ſhall ariſe : 
Like incenſe or the morning ſacrifice. 
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EYES and TEARS. By Mr. Marvell. 


HR: wiſely nature did decree, 
With the ſame eyes to weep and ſee! 
That having view'd the object vain, 
They might be ready to complain. 
And, ſince the ſelf-deluding fight, 
In a falſe angle takes each height, 
Theſe tears, which better meaſure all, 
Like wat'ry lines and plummets fall. 
Two tears, which ſorrow long did weigh, 
Within the ſcales of either eye, 
And then paid out in equal poiſe, 
Are the true price of all my joys. 
What in the world moſt fair appears, 
Yea, eveg,laughter, turns to tears; 
And all the jewels which we prize, 
Melt in theſe pendents of the eyes, 
I have thro' every garden been, 
{t the red, the white, the . 4 
And yet from all theſe flow'rs I ſaw, 
No honey, but theſe tears could draw. 
So the all-ſecing ſun each day, 
Diltills the world with chymic ray ; 


But 
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But finds the eſſence only ſhowers, , 
Which ſtreight in pity back he pours. 
Yet happy they whom grief doth bleſs, 
That weep the more, and ſee the leſs; 
And to preſerve their ſight more true, 
Bath till their eyes in their own dew. 
So Magdalen, in tears more wile, 
Diſſolv'd thoſe captivating eyes, 
Whoſe liquid chains could flowing meet, 
To fetter her Redeemer's feet. 
Not full fails haſting loaden home, 
Nor the chaſte lady's pregnant womb, 
Nor Cynthia teeming, ſhews ſo fair, 
As two eyes, ſwoln with weeping, are. 
The ſparkling glance that ſhoots deſire, 
Drench'd in theſe waves, does loſe its fire. 
Yea, oft the thund'rer pity takes, 
And here the biſſing Iighi'ning flakes, 
The incenſe was to heaven dear, | 
Not as a perfume, but à tear! 
And ſtars ſhew lovely in the night, 
But as they ſeem the tears of light. 
Open then, mine eyes, your double ſluice, 
And practiſe ſo your nobleſt uſe ; 
For others too can fee, or ſleep 
But only human eyes can weep. 
Now, like two clouds diffolving, drop, 
And at each tear, in diſtance ſtop : 
Now, like two fountains, trickle down ; 
Now like two floods o'er-run, and drown. 
Thus let your ſtreams o'erflow your ſprings, ® 
Till eyes and tears be the fame things; 
And each the other's difference bears; 
Theſe weeping eyes, thole ſeeing tears. 
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Toa Gentleman whe always gives a grand Entertainment 
on his Birth-day. 4 


Wa time his. circling courſe began, 
And duſt aſſum'd the form of man, 
Y 1 Ius . 


( 254 ) 
His glaſs run on nine hundred year, 
And death by flow degrees drew near: 
But now we mourn a ſhorter thread, 
At ſixty number'd with the dead; 
And thouſands great, and wiſe and juſt, 
In half that time return to duſt, 
Yet were this momentary life 
But free from care, diſeaſe and ſtrife ; 
Had heav'n, who bid our years decreaſe, 
Fill'd up the leſs'ning ſpan with a 
With ſmiling joy (a ſtranger gue J 
The few remaining moments bleſt, 
Then might we hold the vapour dear, 
And bleſs the fate that plac'd us here; 
Hang fondly o'er the natal day, 
And ſigh, when death commands away. 
But as our preſent ſtate is fix'd, 
Our ev'ry ſweet with wormwood mix'd ; 
Since life can ſcarce one joy ſupply, 
And ere we learn to live, we die: 
Since now our flecting days are few, 
Nor few alone, but evil too; 
No more, O man! with thoughtleſs mirth, 
Careſs the day that gave thee birth ; 
But ſmite thy breaſt with holy 76, and ſay, 
Better the mortal than the natal day. | 


THOUGHTS in HEALTH, 


; EN ſickneſs ſhall aſſail my nobleſt part, 
And ruſh impetuous on my throbbing heart; 

When pain poſſeſs d of ev'ry nerve appears, 

And nought but paleneſs my fall'n viſage wears; 

When ev'ry carthly wiſh ſhall fade away, . - 

And death ſhall chill the ſtiff ning corſe to clay, 

Do thou, great God ! in that ſurpriſing hour, 

"Suſtain my foul by thy almighty power: 

Let faith, let hope, let ecſtaſy of love, 

Wing me to reach the bliſsful ſcenes above, 

And join the choir where each thy glory ſings, 
"There let me hail — adore the King of Kings, CIito. 

A 
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A PIOUS WISH. 


On reading Clito's ingenious and devout Lines, entituled, 
Thoughts in Health, 


Wa the pale monarch aims his dreadful dart; 
And nature's pow rs at diſſolution ſtart, 
When inſtant bord'ring on the gloomy grave, 
Beyond all pow'r of human art to ſave, 

Thus calm, may I reſign my fleeting breath, 

Put off mortality, and file in death, 

May then the ſacred ſpirit guide my way, 

Thro' the dark vale, to ſcenes of endleſs day, 
Diſpell the clouds, diſplay th' eternal ſkies, 

Bid to my view the heav'nly landſcape riſe, 

And beckon a bright choir of angels down, 

To waft me ſafe to my etherial crown. Amata. 


LINES occaſioned by a Series of Affiction. 
OW loaths my foul this forrowful abode! 0 


How flag her pinions under life's dull load ! 
Nor finds content in any thing but God: 

Hence longs unfetter'd to attempt the (ky, 

And ſhoot from time into eternity. 

O bliſsful region! perfect joy reigns there, 

No boſom feels a ſigh, nor eye a tear. 

No need of ſun by day, or Kaba by 
For God himſelf is one eternal light. 
Here gloomy clouds the horizon o 
And our hoon tremble with continual dread: 
Mountains of danger in perſpective lye, 

Walls to be Harry co dem to 67 yd sky: 
Vaſt giants, ſons of Ana to be ſlain; 


Yet but unquiet reſt, if Canaan we obtain. c 
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DIRECTIONS HAPPINESS. 


AME, riches, honour, birth, or wit, 
Yield not the ſoul fupplics ; 
Nor all the ſciences replete 
Her noble faculties. 
How vaſtly ſhort the human line! 
Vain ev'ry art we try! 
For nothing but a pow'r divine, 
Who made, can ſatisfy. 
Let mortals then attend my theme, 
I point the way to blils : 
Abridge ung wants, quit each falſe ſcheme, 
Reſign vour wills to bis. 
For providence directs us right; 
— His diſpenſations good. 
This truth is clear in reaſon's light, 
Tho' rarely underſtood, 
Come, reſignation, fill my heart! 
O dwell forever there 
Teach me to act my deſtin'd part, 
What can't be cur'd, ta bear. 
Preſent eteraity's fair face, 
- To chear me on the way; 
Or if too faſt, then check my pace, 
And ſpur me, if I ſtay. 
My home's on t'other {ide the grave, 
Why ſhould J linger here ? L 
Since heav'n gives all the foul can crave, 
There's nought to wiſh or fear, 
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APARAPHRASE on the 75th Chapter of the Pra: 
verbs. By A. B. 


Y fon, th' inſtruction that my words impart 
Grave on the living tablct of thy heart; 
And all the whollome precepts that I give, 
Obſerve with ſtricteſt reverence, and live. 
Let all thy homage be to wiſdom paid, 
Seek her protection, and implore her aid; 
Thut 
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That ſhe may keep thy foul from harm ſecure, 
And turn thy footſteps from the harlot's door, 
Who, with curs'd charms, lures the unwary in, 
And ſooths with flattery their ſouls to fin. 

Once from my window as I caſt mine eye, 
On thoſe that paſs'd in giddy numbers by, 

A youth, among the fooliſh youths, I ſpy'd 
W ho took not facred wiſdom for his guide. 

Juſt as the ſun withdrew his cooler light, 
And evening ſoft led on the ſhades of night, 
He ſtole in covert twilight to his fate, 

And paſs'd the corner near the harlot's gate ; 
When lo, a woman comes! 
Looſe her attire, and ſuch her glaring dreſs, 

As aptly did the harlot's mind expreſs: 

Subtle ſhe is, and practis'd in the arts, 

By which the wanton conquer heedleſs hearts: 
Stubborn and loud ſhe is, ſhe hates her home, 
Varying her place and form, ſhe loves to roam; 
Now ſhe's within, now in the ſtreet does ſtray, 
Now at each corner ſtands, and waits her prey. 
The youth ſhe ſeiz d, and, laying now aſide 
All modeſty, the female's juſteſt pride, 

She ſaid, with an embrace, here at my houſe 
Peace-offerings are, this day 1 paid my vows. 

I therefore came abroad to meet my dear, 

And lo, in happy hour, I find thee here. 

My chamber I've adorn'd, and o'er my bed 
Are cov'rings of the richeſt tap'ſtry ſpread, 
With linen it is deck'd from Egypt brought, 
And cov'rings by the curious artiſt wrought ; 

It wants no glad perfume Arabia yields 

In all her citron groves, and ſpicy fields ; 

Here all her ſtore of richeſt odours meets, 

I'll lay thee in a wilderneſs of ſweets. 
Whatever to the ſenſe can grateful be 

I have collected there I want but thee. 
My husband's gone a journey far away, 

Much gold he took abroad, and long will ſtay : 
He nam'd for his return a diſtant day. 


Upon her tongue did ſuch ſmooth miſchief dwell, : : 


And from her lips fuch Wen flatt'ry fell, 
3 


Th'un- 
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Th'unguarded youth, in ſilken fetters ty'd. 
Reſign'd his reaſon, and with ealc comply d. 
Thus does the ox to his own {laughter go, 
And thus is ſenſeleſs of th' impending blow. 
Thus flies the ſimple bird into the ſnare, 

That skilful fowlers for his life prepare. 

But let my ſons attend. Aitend may they 
Whom youthful vigour may to fin betray ; 

Let them falſe charmers fly, and guard their hearts 
Againſt the wily wanton's pleaſing arts; 
With care direct their ſteps, nor turn aſtray 
To tread the paths of her deceitful Way; 

Leſt they too late of her fell power complain, 
And fall, where many mightier have been flain. 


| PARIiPHRASE upon the HYMN of S. Au- 
| _ BROSE. By Mr. Oldham. 
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I. . 
1 * thee, O God, WON or juſt praiſes ſing, 
To thee, we thy great Name rehearſe : 
| We are thy vaſfals, will this humble tribute bring 
| To thee, acknowledg' d only Lord and King, 
Acknowledg'd fole and lov reign monarch of the univerſe, 
All parts of this wide univerſe adore, 
Eternal Father, thy almighty power ; | 
The Skies, and ſtars, fire, air, and earth, and ſea, 
With all their num'rous, ramelcfs progeny, 
Confeſs, and their due homage pay to thee ! 
For why? thou ſpak'ſt the word, and madeſt them all 
from nothing be. 
To thee all angels, all thy plorious court on high, 
Scraph and cherub, the nobility, 
And. whatſoever ſpirits be 
Of lefler honour, leſs de 
To thee in heav*n} 
They ſing loud anthems al hy, praiſe : 
Still bely, loiy, 02 Lord of Uotts, thy cry; 
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This is their bus'neſs, this their ſole employ, 

And thus they ſpend their long, and bleſt eternity. 
II. 
Farther than nature's utmoſt ſhores and limits ſtretch, 
The ſtreams of thy unbounded glory reach; 
Beyond the (traits of ſcanty time, and place, 

Beyond the ebbs and flows of matter's narrow ſeas 

They reach, and fill the ocean of eternity, and ſpace. . 
Infus'd like ſome vaſt mighty ſoul, 

Thou doſt inform, and aQuate, this ſpacious whole : 
Thy unſeen hand does the well jointed frame ſuſtain, . 
Which elſe would to its prim'tive nothing ſhrink again. . 

But moſt, thou doſt thy Majeſty diſplay, 

In the bright realms of everlaſting day: 

There is thy reſidence, there doſt thou reign, . 

There, on a, ſeat of dazling luſtre, fat, 

There, ſhine in robes of pure refined. light, 

Where ſun's coarle rays are but a foil and ſtain, 
And refuſe ſtars the ſweepings of thy glorious train... 

III. 

There all thy family of menial ſaints, 

Huge colonies of bleſs'd inhabitants, 
Which death thro' countleſs ages has tranſplanted hence; 

Now on thy throne for ever wait, 
And fill the large retinue of thy heav'nly ſtate. 
There rev'rend prophets ſtand, a pompous, goodly ſhow, . 
Of old thy envoys- extraordinary here, Bun 
Who brought thy ſacred embaſſies of peace and war. 
That, to th' abedient, this, the rebel-world below. 

By them, the mighty twelve, bave.their abode, 
Companions once of the incarnat ſuff ring Gd. 

Partakers now of all his triumphs there, 
As they on earth did in his mis'ries ſhare. 

Of martyrs next, a crown'd and glorious choir, . 

Illuſtrious heroes, who have gain'd, LA 

Thro' dangers, and red ſeas of blood, the promis'd' land, 
And paſs thro” ordeal flames to thy eternity in fire. 

There, all make up the conſort. of thy praiſe, 
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To thee they ſing, and never ceaſe, 
Loud hymns and Hallelujahs 1 belz! T 
An angel. laureat does the ſenſe, and ſtrains compoſe, 
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Senſe far above the reach of mortal verſe 

Strains far above the reach of mortal cars, 

And all a mule, unglorified, can fancy, or rehearſe. 
IV. 

Nor is this conſort only kept above, 

Nor is it to the bleſt alone confin'd; 

But earth, and all the faithful here, are join'd, 
And ſtrive to vie with them in duty, and in love, 
And tho' they cannot equal notes and meaſures raiſe, 
Strive to return th” imperfect echoes of thy praiſe. 

They, thro” all nations, own thy glorious Name, 

And, every where, the Three-one proclaim ; 
Thee, Faber of the 9 us, and him, 

Who muſt mankind, whom thou did'ſt make, redeem, 
Thee, bleſſed Saviour, Thee, ador'd, true, only Son, 

To man debas'd, to reſcue man undone : 

And Thee, eternal, holy Power, 

Who do'ſt, by grace, exalted man reſtore 

To all he loſt by the old fall, and fin, before. 
You bleſs'd and glorious Trinity, 

Riddle to baffled knowledge, and philoſophy, 

Which cannot comprehend the mighty myſtery 

Of num'rous One, and the unnumber'd Three. 
Vaſt topleſs pile of wonders! at whoſe fight 

Reaſon it (elf turns giddy with the height, 

Above the flutt'ring pitch of human wit, 

And all, but the ſtrong wings of faith, that eaple's tow'r- 
. 


. [ing flight. 
Bleſt Ixs u! how ſhall we enough adore, 
Or thy unbounded love, or thy unbounded pow'r? 
Thou art the Prince of heav'n, thou art the Almighty's 
heir, 
Thou art th' eternal Offspring of th' eternal Sire: 
Hail Thou, the world's Redeemer; whom to free 
From bonds of death, and endleſs miſery, 
Thou thought'ſt it no diſdain to be 
Inhabitant of low mortality: 
Th' Almighty thought it no diſdain 
To dwell in the pure virgin's ſpotleſs womb, 
There did the boundleſs „and whole heav'n find 
And a Imall point, the circle of infinity contain. [room, 
Hail, Ranſom of mankind, All-great, All good ! 
Who didſt atone us with thy blood, Thy 
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Thy {elf the off ring, altar, prieſt, and Gd: 
Thy ſelf didit die, to be our glorious bail, 
From death's-arreſts, and the eternal flaming jail : 
Thy ſelf thou gav "t th! ineſtimable price, 
To purchaſe and redeem our mortgag'd heay'n and hap 
pinels : 
Thither, when thy great work on earth had end, 
When death it ſelf was flain and dead, 
And hell, with all its powers, captive led, 
Thou didſt again triumphantly aſcend: 
There doſt thou now, by thy great Father ſit on high, 


With equal glory, equal majeſty, 
Joint-ruler of the everlaſting monarchy. 
\ < "FO 
Again, from thence, thou ſhalt with greater triumph 


come, 0 
When the laſt trumpet ſounds the en'ral dome 
And lo ! thou com'ſt, and lo! the direful ſound does mako 
Thro' death's wide realm mortality awake : 
And lo! they all appear 
At thy dread bar, 
And all receive th' unalterable ſentence there. 
Affrighted nature trembles at the diſmal day, 
And ſhrinks for fear, and vaniſhes away: 
Both that and time breath out their laſt, and now they die, 
And now are ſwallow'd up, and loſt in vaſt eternity. 
Mercy, O mercy, angry God! 
Stop, ſtop thy flaming wrath, too to be withſtood,, 
And quench it with the delug e of thy blood ; 
Thy precious: blood which was ſo freely ſpilt 
To waſh us from the ſtains of fin and guilt : 
O write us with it in the book of fate 
Amongſt thy choſen, and predeſtinate, 
Free denizens of heaven, of the immortal ſtate. 
VII. 
Guide us, O Saviour! guide thy church below, 
Both way and ſtar, compaſs and pilot thou: 
Do thou this frail and tott ring veſſel ſteer 
Thro' life's tempeſtuous ocean here, 
Thro' all the toſſing waves of fear, 


And dang'rous rocks of black deſpair, 


of 
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Safe, under thee, we ſhall to the wiſh'd heay'n move, 
And reach the undiſcover'd lands of blifs above. 
Thus low (behold!) to thy great name we bow, 
And thus we ever wiſh to grow: 
Conſtant, as time does thy fix'd laws obey, 
To thee our worſhip, and our thanks we pay : 
With theſe, we wake the cheartul light, 
With theſe, we ſleep, and reſt invite : 
And thus we ſpend our breath, and thus we ſpend our 
| days. 
And never ceaſe to fing, and never ceale to praiſe. 
VIII. 
While thus each breaſt, and mouth, and car, 
Are filled with thy praile, and love, and fear, 
Let never fin get room, or entrance there: 
9 O * this and all our days 
o guard us with thy pow FR 
Within our hearts let no uſurping luſf be 4 found, 
No rebel paſſion tumult raile,, 
To break thy laws, or break our 
But ſet thy watch of angels on the 
And keep the tempter till from that forbidden ground. 
Ever, O Lord, to us thy mercies grant, 
Never, O Lord, let us thy mercies want, 
Ne'er want thy favour, bounty, liberality, 
But let them ever on us be, 
Conſtaut as our own hope and truſt on thee : 
On thee, we all our hope and truſt repoſe f 
O never leave us to our focs, 
Never, O Lord, deſert our cauſe : 
Thus aided and upheld by thee, 
We'll fear no danger, death, nor miſery: 
Fearleſs we thus will ſtand a falling world' 
With ruſhing ruins all about us hurl'd, 
Aud face wide-gaping hell, and all its flighted pow'rs- 
1. | 
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PARAPHR AS&S E on Micah vi. 6,7. 
By a young Lady. 


* 
Herewith ſhall 1 approach this awful Lord? 
W What ſhall I bring ? 
What ſacrifice 
Will not ſo great a Deity deſpiſe ? 
Tell me you lofty ſpirits that fall down, 
The neareſt to his thronc, 
O tell me how, 
Or wherewithal ſhall I before my own and we dread 
Maker bow ? 
m_ Carmel's verdant top afford 
No equal offering ? 
Ten thouſand rams: 4 bounteous preſent tis, 
When all the flocks upon a thouland ſpacious bills are 
Will ſtreams of fragrant oil his wrath controul? his. 
Or the more precious flood f 
Of my dear firſt · born's blood, 85 
Compound for all my debts, and make 2 full atonement 
for my foul? 
| II. 


If not, great God, what then doſt thou require? 
Or what wilt thou deign to accept from me ? 
All that my own thou giv'ſt me leave to call, 
I willingly again reſign to thee : 
My youth, with alli its blooming heat, 
My muſe, and ev'ry raptur'd thought to thee I dedicate. 
Tis fit the product of that ſacred fire 
Shou'd to its own celeſtial orb retire, 
And all my darling vanities 
For thee PII facrifice : 
My fav'rite vice and all, 
Among the reſt promiſcuouſly ſhall fall. 
No more the fond beloved fin T1! ſpare, | 
Than the great patriarch wou'd have done his heir. 
And this, great God, altho' a worthlels prize, 
Js a lincere, entire, and early ſacriſice. 
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e CORONET. By Mr. Marvell. 


for the thorns, with which I long, too long, 
With many a piercing wound, 
My Saviour's head have crown'd, 
I ſeek with garlands to redreſs that wrong: 
Through every garden, every mead, 
I gather flow'rs (my fruits are only flow'rs) 
Diſmantling all the fragrant towers 
That once adorn'd my ſhepherdeſs's head. 
And now when have ſum'd up all my ſtore, 
Thinking (ſo I myſelf deceive) | 
So rich a chaplet thence to weave 
As never yet the King of glory wore ; 
Alas ! I find the ſerpent old, 
Twining in his ſpeckled breaſt, _ 
About the flow'rs diſguis'd does fold, 
With wreaths of fame and intereſt. 
Ah, fooliſh man, that would'ſt debaſe with them, 
And mortal glory, heaven's diadem ! | 
But thou who only could'ſt the ſerpent tame, 
Either his ſlipp'ry knots at once untye, 
And difintangle all his winding ſnare; 
Or ſhatter too with him my curious frame; 
And let theſe wither, ſo that he may die, 
Tho' ſet with skill, and choſen out with care. 
That they, while thou on both their ſpoils doſt tread, 
May crown thy feet, that could not crown thy head, 


** 
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PARAPHRASE en Cant. vii. 11. Ey a young Lady. 


$41 
OME, thou moſt charming object of my love 
What's all this dull ſociety 3 
Let's to the peaceful ſhades and ſprings remove, 
I'm here uneaſy, tho' I linger thus. 
II. 
What are the triſles that I leave behind ? 
I've more than all the valu'd world in thee, 


wk. | 


Where all my joys and wiſhes are confin'd, - 
' Thou'rt day aud life, and heav'n itlelf to me. 
n. 


Come, my beloved, then let us repair 

To thoſe blelt ſeats where we'll our flames improve; 
Oh, with what heat ſhall I careſs thee there 

And in fiveet tranſports give up all my love. 


— 
ab. * * 


The UNKNOWN WORLD. 
Verſes occaffoned by bearing « paſ-ell. By the Reverend 


— 


But what's beyond death ?---Who ſhall draw that vail — 
| Hughes's fiege of Damaſcus. 


H , my gay friend, that ſolemn toll 
| Speaks the departure of my ſoul : 

"Tis gone, that's all we know----not where, 
Or how th' unbody d foul does fare. Fwy: 
In that myſterious world none knows, 
But God alone, to whom it goes; 7 

To whom de ſouls return, 

To take their doom, to ſmile or mourn. 
Ohl by what glimm ring light we view 

The unknown world we're halt ning to ! 

God has lock d up the myſtic page, | 

And curtain'd darkneſs round the J 
Wiſe heav'n, to render ſearch 

Has drawn twixt this world and the next 

A dark impenetrable ſcreen, 

All behind which is yet unſeen ! 3 
We talk of heav 'n, we talk of hell; 
But what they mean, no tongue can tell! 
Heav'n is the realm where an 
And hell the chaos of deſpair ! 

But what theſe awful words imply, 


None of us know before we die! 
Whether we will or no, we-muſt 


Take the ſucceeding worldon p wall 1 
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This hour perhaps our friend is well ; ** 
Death ſtruck the next, he cries, farewell! | 
I dic !----and then, for ought. we ſee, 
Ceales at once to breath and be. 
Thus: launch'd from life's d apa ſhore, - 
Ingulph'd in death, appears no more, | 
Then undirected to repair > 
To diſtant worlds wt know not where. 
Swift flies the ſoul, perhaps tis gone 1 2 
A thouſand leagues es beyond the ſun ; | 
Or twice ten thouſand more thrice told, 
Ere the forſaken clay is cald ! - 
And yet who knows, if friends we lov'd, 
'Tho' dead, may be ſo far remov'd ? 
Only this vail of fiel between, ö © 
Perhaps they watch us; tho unſeen, | 
Whilſt we, their loſs lamenting, ſay, | 
They're out of hearing, far away; _ 
Guardians to us, perhaps they re ncar, 
Conceal'd in vehicles of air. > 
And yet no notices they glye, 2 
. Nor tell us where, nor how they ure, 
Tho' conſcious, whilſt with us below, 
How much themſelves deſir d to know; 
As if bound up by Wen 
To keep this ſecret of their ſtate, 
"To tell their joys or pains to none, 
© - "That man might live by faith _ 
17 Well et my le ep he pleaſe, 
Lock up his marvelous decrees ; v1 t 
Why ſhould I — weed. 
What he thinks proper to conceal? | e 
It is enough that I believe, Is :.< , 
Heav'n's brighter than 1 can conceive : 
And he that makes it all bis care 
To ſerve God here, ſhall ſee him there ! 
But oh! what worlds ſhall 1 2 
The moment that I leave this clay ? 
How ſudden the an os how new! - 


| : Let it, my God, be 7 
1 F * 


